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VOLUME    TWENTY. 


A  PROMINENT  feature  of  the  new  volume  will  be  the  interesting 

BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCHES  OF  MISSIONARIES, 

and  other  noble  men  and  -women  of  Zion,  who  have  labored  in  the  cause  of  truth,  and  whose  examples 
are  truly  wortiiy  of  imitation.  Some  of  these  articles  will  also  be  accompanied  by  engravings  of  the 
persons  mentioned. 

LESSONS  FROM  THE  SCRIPTURES 

will  be  prepared  for  the  young  by  some  of  our  ablest  writers. 

THE  TOPICS  OF  THE  TIMES, 

by  the  Editor,  will  be  interesting  reading  for  both  old  and  young.     They  will  keep  all  readers  informed 
oil  the  principal  events  that  are  transpiring  in  various  parts  of  the  earth. 
A  new  serial,  entitled, 

HANNAH,  AND  HER  BABY  AND  HUSBAND, 

by  "Kcnnon,"  the  author  of  "Night  Scenes  in  a  Great  City,"  will  also  be  a  pleasing  feature  of  the  new 
volume. 

REMINISCENCES  OF  MISSIONARY  LIFE 

will  comprise  a  series  of  interesting  incidents  which  have  transpired  in  the  experience  of  the  Church 
in  various  parts  of  the  earth. 

We  shall  endeavor  to  make  the 

LESSONS  FOR  THE  LITTLE  ONES      • 

so  plain  and  yet  so  attractive  that  the  smallest  children  who  attend  the  Sunday  schools  can  understand 
and  apiireciutc  them. 

REMARKABLE  EVENTS 

will  consist  of  articles  on  notable  occurrences  in  the  world's  history. 

RELIGION,  HISTORY,  SCIENCE,  A1{T  AND  EDUCATION 

will  receive  their  duo  share  of  attention. 

OUR  MUSICAL  DEPARTMENT 

will  receive  special  attention,  and  none  but  the  best  pieces  of  home  composers  will  be  published. 

THE  PRIMARY  EXERCISES, 

we  are  confident,  will  be  a  valuable  help  to  the  teachers  of  the  smallest  children  if  they  will  read  tlicm 
and  bring  them  to  tiic  attention  of  their  pupil.s. 

OUR  ILLUSTRATIONS 

will  be  of  the  very  best,  and  no  means  will  be  .spared  to  have  the  articles  accompanying  them  of  a 
superior  quality. 

AVc  trust  that  our  efforts  to  make  the  JUVENILE  INSTRUCTOR  all  that  its  name  implies,  aii<l 
suitable  for  Sunday  school  class  instruction  and  home  reading  will  meet  with  the  ajiproval  and  liearlv 
support  of  the  Saints. 

The  new  volume  will  commence  January  1,  1885,  and  a  number  will  be  issued  on  the  first  and 
fifteenth  of  every  month. 

Subscription,  $2.00  per  year.  Gi;oKorc  Q.  Canno.v,  Editor  and  Publisher. 

Address  all  communications:  JUVENILE  INSTRUCTOR  OFFICE,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
Remittances  may  be  m.i'lc  by  P.  0.  Order,  Postal  Note,  Bank  Draft  or  Registered  Letter. 

Branch  House:  CANNON  &  SONS,  Ogde.v,  Wkbkk  Co.,  Utau. 
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NO.  24. 


THE    ROYAL    PALACE    AT    MADRID. 


IN  JIadrid  the  capital  city  of  Spain,  where  the  climate  has 
been  described,  because  of  its  variableness,  as  three  months 
Winter  and  nine  months  of  hell,  stands  the  magnificent 
edifice  of  which  the  accompanying  engraving  is  a  fair  represent- 
ation.    Among  the  numerous  palaces  with  which  this  city  is 


The  walls  are  built  of  granite   and  a   peculiar  stone  which 
resembles  marble. 

The  outside  beauty  of  this  structure  does  not,  however, 
surpass  the  excellence  and  grandeur  of  the  internal  finish. 
The  rooms,  halls  and  stairways  are  ornamented  in  the  highest 


graced,  none  can  equal  in  size  or  architectural  beauty  the 
Eoyal  Palace  [PaJacio  Real).  It  is  a  square  four  hundred 
and  seventy  feet  in  length  on  each  tide  and  one  hundred  feet 
high,  and  encloses  a  court  two  hundred  and  forty  feet  squire, 
which  is  filled  with  most  beautiful  trees,  shrubs  and  flowers. 


degree  of  the  decorator's  art.      To   attempt  a  description  of 
what  is  here  seen  would  be  futile. 

The  palace  itself  is  not  only  a  thing  of  beauty  but  also 
one  of  utility.  Within  its  walls  two  extensive  royal  libraries 
are  kept,  one  of  which  is  for  public  and  the  other  for  private 
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I  see  things  with  a  clearer  light  now.  One  day  I  beat  him 
for  telling  me  a  falsehood,  as  I  thought.  He  didn't,  though; 
I  fjund  that  out  afterwards. 

The  old  farmer  shook  his  head  sorrowfully,  and  his  pale  blue 
eyes  grew  dim.  "I'll  never  forget  how  he  turned  upon  me  at 
last.  Says  he,  Tou'U  be  bitter  sorry  for  this  some  day. 
father.  You've  always  been  unkind  and  unjust  to  me,  and  I 
won't  submit  to  it  any  longer.' 

"What!  Child  of  mine  to  talk  to  me  that  way!  Why,  I 
don't  know  but  what,  if  I  hadn't  been  sort  of  paralyzed  for  a 
minute,  and  had  got  hold  of  him,  I'd  a'  killed  him,  I  was 
that  mad.  I  don't  wonder  you  shake  your  head;  but  they 
say  an  open  confession  is  good  for  the  soul.  Mother,  dear 
heart,  she  pleaded  and  prayed,  but  I  vowed  I'd  beat  him 
again  for  that  bit  of  insolence. 

'"Well,  sir,  I  never  got  the  chance.  That  happened  at 
Christma':,  too.  L'zzy  was  a  baby  then.  Yes,  that  morniu' 
I  found  a  Christmas  present  from  Bill — he'd  spent  all  his 
earnines  for  months,  Ben  told  me,  to  get  it — but  there  wasn't 
no  Bill,"  the  old  voice  faltered.  "He  left  a  letter — and  in 
that  he  .'aid — good  by — to  all  of  us,  even  to  old  Susie,  out  in 
the  s'able.  You'll  excuse  me,"  and  the  horny  hands  fumbled 
for  a  handkerchief;  "I  thought  I  could  tell  the  story — but 
some — how — I — can't." 

Mother  Jleadows  had  turned  her  face  away  to  hide  the  two 
slow  tears  falling  from  eyes  that  had  often  wep'.  Lizzy  was 
looking  out  of  the  window,  perhaps  at  the  ni  )oa. 

The  minister  sat  like  a  statue,  arms  folded  on  his  breast, 
lips  fastened  together,  eye^  fixed  as  if  upon  some  vision  that 
troubled  him,  but  the  folded  arms  heaved  up  with  the  deep 
chest  breathing. 

"There,  I'm  through  now."  said  the  old  man  hoarsely, 
heaving  a  great  sigh;  "there  ain't  much  more  to  tell.  Wed'a' 
given  everything  we  owned,  that  day,  to  have  had  his  blue  eyes 
back.  Turkey  went  for  nothing.  Benny  was  broken-hearted. 
There,  there,  don't  cry,  old  lady!  You're  home  this  time,  and 
we've  got  good  company  to  help  make  merry. 

"But  there's  a  leetle  more  to  tell,  young  man.  I  must 
clear  it  all  up  now,  and  don't  think  harder'nor  you  can  help  of 
me.  The  LirJ's  forgive  me,  I  trust.  Bill  wrote  me  about 
a  year  after,  from  theWeU;  said  he  was  doin'  well.  I  dare 
say  'twas  agcoi  enough  letter,  but  somethin  'in  it  raised  my 
anger,  and,  though  I  meant  to  forgive  him,  I  thought  of  how 
I  might  make  him  more  sorry.  I  wrote  him  lliit  his  mother 
was  dead — 'twas  awful,  wasn't  il?  I'll  never,  never  Ibrpive 
myself  for  that.  Din't  try  tj  stop  me,  old  lady.  I'll  own 
up  the  whole,  now  I've  begun.  1  don't  wonder  you  Io:k  at 
me,  sir.  I  diil  think  he'd  write  me  another  letter;  and  when 
I  wrote  to  him  again,  a  stranger  sent  me  word  that  he'd  gone 
— and  there  was  wliat  my  cruel  will  did  lor  mo.  I  was  mad; 
my  mind  must  have  been  crazed.  Bat  it  humbled  me,  sir; 
and  who  knows  but  God  may  require  that  poor  boy's  soul  at 
n)y  hands'?  I  not  only  took  bis  home,  but  his  mother,  from 
liim." 

"I  think  I'll  go  up  stairs,"  said  the  minister,  rising  abruptly. 

"Ah  sir,  you're  sorry  you  come  to  stay  with  one  who  ha.s 
done  so  wrong!" 

'  No,  no;  don't  think  it!  Here  is  my  hand,  "  and  he  hurried 
from  the  room.     The  little  fimily  disper.-ied  in  silence. 

A  bright,  glorious  sunshine  and  blue  sky  greeted  Christmas 
day.     The  stranger  came  down  stairs  all  smiles. 

"Happy  Christmas,  .sir!"  cried  the  farmer;  "Happy  Christ- 
mas, old  lady!  Just  please  to  step  this  way.  Here's  our 
stocking  that   the  child  put  up.     Why,  Lizzy,  L'zzy,  bless 


your  beirt,  we're  nothing  but  children,    after  ♦ll!    There's 
yours  and  mine,  and  one  for  the  minister.     How  fat  they  are! 
I  haven't  laughed  so  hearty  for  twenty  Christmas  mornings;' 
and  he  proceeded  to  pull  out  the  eoiitents. 

"Doughnuts,  old  lady — and — here — why,  Lord  help  me, 
here  a  pocket-book!  and  a  fifty-dollar  bill  in  it!  And  here's  a 
letter!  Where's  my  specks?  You  read  it,  mother. " 

"  'Dear  father,'  "  began  the  old  lady. 

"Oh,  it's  from  our  daughter  in  New  York!  There's  where 
the  money  come  from — and" — Suddenly  he  turned  pale,  as 
the  first  lew  lines  were  read. 

"What,  from  Bill — my  boy!  Oar  boy,  old  lady — that  good- 
for-nothing,  blessed  ra=cil!  No,  mother'' — -he  cime  forward 
with  shaking  hands — "it  can't  be — good  news,  and  on  Christ- 
mas day!  Sent  the  money,  did  he?  Here's  a  handkerchief, 
wife;  wipe  your  spectacles,  quick.  I  don't  wonder  you  cr.v. 
I'm  crying  myself,  I  believe.  'Will  spend  Christmas  with 
u-!'  I  can't  believe  it.  I  must  be  dreaming.  When  can  he 
come?  There's  an  express  at  four  this  afternoon.  Bill — goto 
— r!ead,  buried,  years  ago — coming — if  I  knew — what" — 

"He's  here  now!"  exclaimed  the  stranger,  in  a  broken  voic5 
crying  and  laughing,  while  with  a  glad  shout  Lizzy  ran  into 
his  open  arms. 

"Don't  hug  him  to  death!"  exclaimed  the  old  farmer,  the 
tears  chasing  each  other  over  his  bronzed  cheeks;  and  then  he 
too  he!d  him  against  his  heart  as  if  he  would  never  let  him  go. 
Then  he  put  him  at  arms'  length 

"Stand  off,  my  son,  and  let  me  fea^t  my  old  eyes.  Yes, 
yes,  there's  mother's  face — not  a  bit  of  mine,  and  I'm  glad  of 
it;  for  all  the  heart  there  was  between  us  was  her's  for  long 
years. 

"And  so  you're  a  minister,  my  boy — a  minister!  the  son  of 
my  old  age  a  servant  of  God!  Now  can  I  depart  in  peace. 
And  you  forgive  me,  my  boy,  my  son,  my  only  son!"  and  he 
fell  on  his  shoulder,  weeping. 

"Freely,  father.  God,  who  knows  how  hard  it  has  been  to 
keep  my  silence  till  the  hour  came,  knows  I  forgive  you. 
Through  His  mercy  I  found  friends,  and  many  of  these  years 
I  have  been  far  away,  for  the  kind  man  who  took  me  into  his 
family  lived  abroad  much  of  his  time.  You  know  I  thought 
my  mother  was  dead,  that  your  heart  was  steeled  against  me, 
that"  — 

"For  the  sake  of  heaven,  my  deir  boy,  let  us  talk  no  more 
of  that.     You  are  here;  my  old  heart  is  satisfied." 

I  wish  I  could  transcribe  the  quaint  doings  and  sayings  of 
that  day.  But  all  the  words  one  has  at  command,  all  the  fine 
writing,  all  the  fine  thoughts,  could  not  convey  an  adequate 
conception  of  the  happiness  that  made  that  household 
brighter  than  a  king's  palace  that  glorious  Christmas  day. 

Selected. 


Art  of  Keflection.— Il'jader,  you  have  been  bred  in  a 
land  abounding  with  men  able  in  arts,  learning  and  knowledge 
manifold:  this  man  in  one  branch  of  study,  this  in  another, 
few  in  several,  none  in  all.  But  there  is  one  art  of  which 
every  man  should  be  a  master — the  art  of  reflection.  If  you 
are  not  a  thinking  man,  to  what  purpose  are  you  a  man  at  all? 
In  like  manner,  there  is  one  knowledge  which  it  is  every  man's 
duty  and  interest  to  ac(iuirB,  namely,  self  knowledge.  Or  to 
what  end  was  man  alone,  of  all  animals,  endued  by  the  Cre- 
ator with  the  faculty  of  self-con.sciousness? 
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ITS  PERFECTION-CONCLUSION. 


BY  E.    F.    P. 


THERE  is  no  need  of  anyone  being  in  doubt  concerning 
whijh  is  the  true  gospel.  There  is  but  one  plan  of  sal- 
vation and  it  is  entirely  different  to  all  man-made  f-ystems  of 
religion.  The  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  is  perfect.  Hence  those 
who  will  take  the  pains  to  investigate  can  readily  determine 
the  difference  between  true  and  false  religion.  Man  cannot 
create  anything  that  is  perfect  in  all  its  details.  It  is  there- 
fore impossible  for  him  to  originate  a  system  of  religion  in 
imitation  of  the  gospel  the  incorrectness  of  which  cannot  be 
detected. 

The  organization  of  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  as  it  has 
been  restored  in  these  days  is  complete,  and  its  workings  are 
beautifully  harmonious.  This  fact  alone  is  sufficient  evidence 
to  show  that  it  is  not  a  scheme  invented  by  the  ingenuity  of 
uninspired  man,  for  there  is  no  system  of  regulations  laid 
down  by  mortal  beings  that  will  compare  with  the  provisions 
of  the  Church  of  Christ  in  their  adaptability  to  govern  man- 
kind. 

Not  only  is. the  organization  of  the  Church  of  Christ  com- 
plete, but  the  plan  of  redempiion,  whereby  all  mankind  will 
receive  their  just  reward,  is  perfect.  Or,  in  different  words, 
the  gospel  provides  for  the  salvation  and  exaltation  of  all  who 
ever  lived  upon  the  earth,  except  those  who  have  f'inned 
against  the  Holy  Ghost,  8o  that  each  one  will  be  rewar Jed 
according  to  his  works.  This  does  not  include  those  alone 
who  receive  and  obey  the  gospel  in  the  flesh,  but  also  the 
heathen  nations  and  all  those  who  have  died  without  a  knowl- 
edge of  it. 

In  this  wonderful  provision  we  can  see  the  justice  of  our 
Heavenly  Father,  and  the  grai  d  sublimify  of  the  gospel  of 
Chrii-t.  As  in  the  economy  of  nature  nothing  is  lost  that  can 
in  any  way  be  utilized,  .'o  in  the  goodness  and  mercy  of  God, 
not  one  soul  will  be  lest  that  can  possibly  be  saved.  The 
divine  justice  herein  exhibited  is  infinitely  superior  to  man's 
wi-dom,  which  can  be  easily  seen  when  we  compare  the  Lord's 
plan  of  redemption  with  the  various  man-made  religions. 

The  advocates  of  many  of  the  so-called  Christian  denomi- 
nations claim  that  their  systems  are  very  broad  and  liberal  as 
they  do  not  exclude  anyone  from  receiving  a  full  salvation,  as 
they  believe.  They  offer  it  to  all  who  only  believe  on  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ.  Though  this  scheme  may  appear  very  lenient, 
it  is  nevertheless  devoid  of  merjy  and  justice,  and  it  shows 
liow  inconsistent  and  erroneous  are  the  ideas  of  erring  mor- 
tals concerning  divine  justice  and  mercy.  While  they  promise 
.salvation  on  such  easy  terms  to  those  who  happen  to  live  in 
the  age  and  countries  in  which  their  creeds  are  taught,  they 
make  no  provisions  for  those  who  from  their  s-tandpoint  are 
not  so  fortunate,  because  they  lived  at  a  different  period  of 
the  world's  history,  or  in  a  different  part  of  the  earth  !  This 
is  suflttcient  to  convince  one  that  their  religions  are  not  divine. 
The  Lord  is  just  and  He  will  deal  fairly  with  all  His  children. 
He  has  provided  for  the  future  welfare  of  all  mankind  what- 
ever their  station  and  circumstances  are  in  this  life,  or  in  what- 
ever age  they  may  have  lived. 


It  has  been  the  aim  in  the  foregoing  chapters  to  show  the 
reader  a  few  of  the  beauties  of  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ,  as 
it  has  been  revealed  in  purity  from  heaven  to  the  Prophet 
Joseph  Smith,  and  to  show  the  advantages  of  rendering  strict 
obedience  to  its  principles.  No  attempt  has  been  made  to 
explain  the  doctrines  of  the  gospel  as  the  idea  was  to  first 
create,  if  possible,  an  interest  in  the  study  of  our  religion. 

We  would  advise  our  youthful  readers  to  make  the  prin- 
ciples of  the  gospel  a  study  with  them,  and  endeavor  to  get  a 
thorough  understanding  of  them.  To  do  this  a  person  should 
go  about  it  in  a  systematical  manner.  Take  first  the  principle 
of  faith  :  learn  its  correct  definition,  its  object,  how  it  can  be 
obtained,  cultivated  and  increased,  and  its  effects  and  work- 
ings. Also  search  out  passages  from  the  scripture  to  prove  that 
the  ideas  you  get  concerning  it  are  correct.  These  should  be 
committed  to  memory,  so  that  you  will  be  able  to  prove  your 
assertions  from  the  scriptures  when  required. 

Other  principles  may  be  studied  in  a  similar  way.  To  aid 
your  memory  it  would  be  a  very  good  plan  to  write  a  treatise 
or  an  essay  upon  each  principle  as  you  go  along  in  your  stud- 
ies. This  exercise  will  be  found  to  be  not  only  beneficial  but 
very  interesting  to  those  who  engage  in  it. 


BOYS'    LEISURE    MOMENTS. 


A  boy  was  employed  in  a  lawyer's  office  and  had  the  daily 
papers  to  amuse  himself  with.  He  commenced  to  study 
Piench,  and  at  the  desk  became  a  fiuent  reader  and  writer  of 
the  French  language.  He  accomplished  this  by  laying  aside 
the  newspaper  and  taking  up  something  not  so  amusing  but 
far  more  profitable. 

A  coachman  was  often  obliged  to  wait  long  hours  while  his 
mistress  made  calls.  Ho  determined  to  improve  the  time. 
He  found  a  small  volume  containing  the  Eclogues  of  Virgil, 
but  he  could  not  read  it,  so  he  purchased  a  Latin  grammar. 
Day  by  day  he  studied  this,  and  fully  mastered  all  its  intricscies. 
His  mistress  came  behind  him  one  day  as  he  stood  by  the  door 
waiting  for  her,  and  she  asked  him  what  he  was  so  intently 
reading. 

"Only  a  bit  of  Virgil,  my  lady." 

"What,  do  you  read  Latin?" 

"A  little,  my  lady." 

She  mentioned  this  to  her  husband,  who  insisted  that  David 
should  have  a  teacher  to  instruct  him.  In  few  years  David 
bscame  a  learned  man,  and  was  for  many  years  a  useful  and 
biloved  minister  in  Scotland. 

A  boy  was  told  to  open  and  shut  the  gates  to  let  the  teams 
out  of  an  iron  mine.  He  sat  on  a  log  all  day  by  the  side  of  the 
gate.  Sometimes  an  hour  woul.1  pass  before  the  teams  came, 
and  this  he  employed  so  well  that  there  was  scarcely  anv  fact 
in  history  that  escaped  his  attention.  He  began  with  a  little 
book  on  English  history  that  he  found  in  the  road.  Having 
learned  that  thoroughly,  he  borrowed  of  a  minister  Gold- 
smith's "History  of  Greece."  This  good  man  became  greatly 
interested  in  him;  and  loined  him  books,  and  was  often  seen 
sitting  by  him  on  the  log,  conversing  with  him  about  the 
people  of  ancient  times. 

Boys,  use  your  leisure  hours  well. — Ex.. 


ITk  who  puts  on  guilt  must  cast  off  shame. 


^ 
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A   LIFE'S    REVIEW. 


BY  KENNON. 


THJ]  snow  fell  swiftly  and  silently  until  earth's  burial  sheet 
was  almost  ready.  The  sun  showed  faintly  in  the  west 
until  it  was  finally  lost,  and  then  the  stars  came  out  just  as 
dimly.  The  moon,  too,  barely  indicated  her  presence.  Inside 
the  comfortable  village  houses,  people  had  great  fires  lighted 
and  by  the  rudd>  gleam  from  fire-place  and  stove,  and  the 
brighter,  but  less  cheerful,  light  from  the  lamps,  nearly  every- 
body was  preparing  for  that  sanctified  day  of  all  the  year.  In 
an  old  stone  dwelling  which  had  been  held  by  its  present 
owners  for  nearly  30  years,  and  therefore  to  the  new,  western 
village  seemed  almost  as  patriarchal  as  the  mountains  them- 
selves, the  preparations  for  the  coming  day  were  all  here 
brightest  and  best.  For  here  were  gathered  the  old  pioneer 
with  his  son,  already  gray-haired,  and  his  grand  children, 
and  even  great  grand  children,  like  fragrant  and  heivy 
blossoms  on  an  apple  tree.  To  the  joys  of  many  a  Christ- 
mas eve  had  the  old  man's  heart  given  echo.  Through 
all  the  wonderful  experiences  of  a  life  fraught  with 
danger  and  heroic  deeds  this  one  day  had  been  remembered 
with  more  fidelity  than  any  other  in  all  the  year.  Nature 
admoni.-hed  him  that  like  the  year  which  was  waning  his  life 
must  soon  close.  He  sit  by  the  fire  holding  his  cane  in  his 
hands  with  his  chin  resting  on  its  ivory  head  and  gazed 
intently  at  the  flames.  The  logs  in  the  broad  fire-place  cackled 
and  flashed  and  fell  one  after  another  like  men  run  their  bril- 
liant course  and  fall  into  ashes  beneath  a  new  weight  of  man- 
kind. 

The  old  man's  sturdy,  thoughtful  son  sat  reading  in  the 
room,  but  ever  and  anon  his  glance  wandered  from  his  book 
to  watch  the  flickering  light  as  it  rested  on  his  sire's  face, 
bringing  into  view  all  the  emotions  which  crowded  that  long 
and  busy  life.  Sometimes  the  red  flames  seemed  to  cover  the 
wrinkles  of  age  and  harden  the  trembling  mouth  into  tie 
ardor  of  noble  youth  and  light  the  eyes  with  the  brilliancy  of 
a  grand  purpose.  Sometimes  the  embers  fell  low  and  the  gray 
ash  curled  upwards  from  the  ends  of  the  pine  sticks  and 
lighted  the  face  with  the  grim  fortitude  of  unyielding  man- 
hood. And  then  lastly  a  fair  flame  would  flash  out  from  the 
half  smothered  co'ils  (and  this  was  after  some  new  growth  of 
green  wood  had  been  piled  on),  and  tinge  the  old  face  with  a 
faint  glow  of  warmth  and  light  like  that  of  an  early  Winter 
sunset— suggestive,  in  its  way,  of  the  dying  glories  of 
proud  physical  force  as  well  as  nature's  beauties. 

Soon  the  robust  members  of  the  family  retired,  one  after 
aoother  until  only  the  son  was  left.  When  he  at  last  closed 
the  chapter  of  his  book  he  said,  "Father,  come  to  bed  and 
get  a  good  rest  for  the  morrow.  We  hope  to  make  glad 
Christmas  cheer  in  this  house,  such  as  we  enjoyed  when  I  was 
a  stripling;  and  we  want  you  to  join  in  the  pleasure. 

But  the  old  man,  still  leaning  that  gray-crowned  head  upon 
the  well  tried  cane  answered,  '"No,  no,  my  boy!  let  me  bide 
the  falling  of  the  fire.  For  see,  the  boys  have  newly  piled 
great  round  sticks  upon  the  andirons  and  I  choose  to  toast 
my  toes  and  think  of  past  days  before  this  pleasant  light." 

The  son  withdrew  and  soon  no  sound  was  lieard  outside  the 
house  but  the  faint  wind  as  it  gathered  midnight  strength 
to  whirl  the  snowy  clouds  against  the  window  case ;  and  none 
within  but  the  low,  [ilcasant  rhythm  from  the  fire-iilacc  as  the 
flames  made  sweet  sounds,  or  the  momentary  boom  when  some 


log  cracked  asunder  or  some  pitch  pine  splinter  met  the  flame 
which  flashed  it  like  gunpowder. 

Thus  the  old  man  sat.  He  rested  in  his  comfortable  arm- 
chair— his  feet  in  carpet  slippers  clad,  reaching  forward  to 
the  generous  warmth — his  body  slightly  poised  forward,  his 
hands  grasping  the  old  cane,  his  chin  still  resting  upon  its 
head,  his  white  hair  and  whiskers  curling  and  waving  in  every 
breath  like  fine  spun  silver,  his  face  like  a  mirror  giving  back 
every  cast  of  light,  while  his  eyes  faintly  and  still  more  faintly 
spoke  of  the  thought  within. 

The  old  man  slept  and  dreamed. 
I. 

A  plain  New  Hampshire  village  with  rock-bound  sides  and 
stony  soil — again,  a  homely  farm  house  with  lights  from 
hearth  and  tallow  candle  much-multiplied,  gleaming  from 
every  quaint  window ;  within,  a  fond  mother  and  a  proud  sire 
handling  one  by  one  the  Christmas  trinkets  for  a  half  slumber- 
ing boy.  And  as  they  fill  the  home-knit  woollen  socks  with 
hard-earned  toys  and  learned  games  the  mother  softly  says, 
"Oh,  husband!  may  the  bright  boy  to  whom  all  these  things 
will  be  plain,  learn  a  thousand  things  of  use  and  worth  to 
which  his  parents  have  been  strangers.  And  should  our  little 
circle  find  enlargement  may  he  be  help  to  you  and  me." 

A  .short  lapse,  and  then  a  bright,  clear  morning,  with  every 
hill  and  bough  boasting  a  diamond  mine,  and  the  hardy  snow- 
birds leaping  from  mound  to  mound  of  crusted  purity.  The 
little  boy  wakes  and  gathering  to  his  bosom  his  almost  unimag- 
ined  treasures,  he  vows  eternal  love,  ^eroal  gratitude,  eternal 
hope.  So  quick  is  childhood  to  feel  its  duty  and  declare  its 
gratitude.  But  years  also  come  quickly,  and  boyish  fidelity, 
alas,  is  too  often  forgotlen  in  the  crush  of  new-born  hopes 
and  pleasures  newly  invented.  And  the  old  homestead  grows 
too  small  at  last,  when  little  feet  have  come  to  share  the  path 
and  little  hands  to  grasp  the  favors  of  indulgent  parents.  A 
wide  world  beckons  and  forth  a  young  man  steps  from  out  a 
farm  house  gable  window  one  cold  and  snowy  Christmas  eve 
looking  for  happiness  which  selfishness  and  ardor  deny  at 
home. 

II. 

"I  hate  this  miserable  shrieking  wind  blowing  across  the 
(lark  marsh.  It  sounds  as  if  it  were  gathering  all  the  vileness 
from  every  black  unseemly  pool  which  lies  within  its  way,  just 
as  a  breath  from  early  days,  if  gathered  into  a  gale,  might  lift 
from  the  errors  and  darkened  dots  of  my  youth,  the  total  of  a 
li'e-bng  misery  to  cast  it  shrieking  upon  the  Winter  night. 
Two  hours  since  before  the  clouds  came  up,  when  the  stars 
and  the  city  lights  met  midway  with  their  softened  rays;  and 
ij  the  outskirts  all  was  quiet  with  the  Winter  hush,  I  crept 
out:  I  knew  that  in  the  busy  streets  of  town  the  world  was 
all  agog  with  strife.  I  knew  that  at  the  old  farm  house  now 
scarcely  severed  from  the  town  (for  fifteen  years  have  closely 
interwoven  country  and  civilization),  the  sweet  old  time  Christ- 
mas watch  was  being  kept.  The  dear  mother  whoso  every 
word  was  a  caress,  was  bending  over  younger  sons  and  little 
fair-haired  daughters  and  teaching  them  to  say  a  little  prayer 
to  (Jod  and  Santa  Claus ;  while  I  who  shduld  have  helped  in 
all  thiajoy  am  shivering  in  coldest  sr;lf  distrust  upon  the  river's 
bridge.  I''inally  the  cold  darkness  becomes  unendurable  ?nd 
with  a  half  remonstrance  I  walk  down  the  little  lane  which 
leads  to  the  old  home.  It  is  years  since  I  have  been  there. 
It  is  years  since  1  have  written.  For  .selfish  hope  and  selfish 
joy  have  filled  the  days  of  youth  and  early  manhood.  All  that 
which  should  have  f^cen  shared  with  sacrificing  i)arents  and 
ncvT  found  brothers  and  sisters  wasted  like  a  breath  upon  my 
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own  desire!  But  still  I  know  the  way.  Even"' the  clods 
beneath  my  feet  have  a  familiar  touch  as  I  draw  near  the 
heavy  gate.  And  the  voice  of  a  young  hound  baying  about 
the  stacks  sounds  fully  like  his  grandsire's  bark.  With  falter- 
ing tread  I  creep  unto  the  ihouse  through  lane  of  thorn  and 
pear  trees  grim  and  stand  before  the  window.  The  radiance 
of  the  fire  and  lamp  beams  brightly  out,  but  I  can  feel  no 
warmth,  no  hope.  I  look  within  and  there,  bcside'the  beam- 
ing hearth,  I  see  a^gray  haired  woman  sitting.  Beside  her 
knees  are  clustered  several  little  ones  with  eyes  of  gray  and 
hair  of  nut  brown  hue,  like  mine  when  I  was  young.  I  look 
again  in  hope  to  see  another  form — a  strong  and  hearty  man 
to  fill  the  huge,  broad-armed  easy-chair,  which  stands'beside 
the  hearth.  But  all  in  vain.  Oh,  how  strong  the  wish  to 
enter !  but  so  many  years  of  forgotten  duties,  so  many  years 
of  selfish  wanderings  across  the  long,  broad  plain  of  life,  so 
many  soft  kindly  letters  still  unanswered,  from  very  shame  I 
stand  abashed  and  heiitating!  And  as  I  lean  upon  my  crooked 
stick  just  without  the  glow  of  holy  light  I  hear  the  murmur 
of  a  mother's  voice,  'Say  it  my  little  ones :  And  bless  Thou 
the  fatherless.  And  bless  Thou  the  dear  wanderer  and  bring 
him  once  more  home  in  purity  and  peace.'  "I  can  bear  no 
more,  but  leave  all  the  brightness  and  plod  back  across  the 
weary  road,  feeling  as  hopeless  as  the  wayward  ones  must 
have  felt  when  cast  from  heaven  downward  to  eternal 
doom." 

Ill 

I  have  found  at  last  a  peacefulness  as  dear  as  I  could  hope. 
For  here  in  Illinois,  I  meet  the  loved  ones,  all  that  are  left  of 
other  days.  And  unto  me  has  come  the  knowledge  of  a  truth 
so  sanctified  that  all  the  eorrows  of  the  past  and  all  the  pains 
of  earth  are  powerless.  Yet  we  aie  in  troublous  time.".  This 
is  Christmas  day,  1840.  The  grand  apostle  upon  whom  the 
mantle  of  our  beloved  Prophet  has  fallen,  is  the  object  of  a 
vicious  persecution.  The  Church  is  hated  and  condemned  of 
wicked  men.  And  lanless  one  looks  though  the  eye  of  faith, 
there  seems  to  be  no  refuge.  This  is  not  like  the  Christmas  of 
earlier  years.  Once  I  had  no  cares  and  all  that  could  come 
was  joy.  And  now,  though  I  am  back  with  my  loved  ones  I 
leel  a  tribulation  to  which  my  spirit  was  once  a  stranger.  The 
people  are  beset  on  every  side  and  this  Christmas  seems  the 
most  gloomy  day  of  all  the  year.  From  a  worldly  stand  it 
seemsthat  the  Church  cannot  survive.  Friends  that  I  had 
in  other  times  have  written  to  me  offering  protection.  They 
say  that'the  end  of  our  community'has  come  and  that  nothing 
but  friendship  in  individual  cases  can  save  us  from  destruction. 

My  old.mother'and  my  younger  brothers  have  been  made 
comfortable''. by  the  little  store  of  worldly  goods  which  I 
brought  into  the  Church.  We  dwell  together— mother,  in 
her  hapiiy.'old  age,  James,  Thomas,  Jared,  'and  myself  'and 
the  good  girl  who[wedded  me  in  darkfome  days,  but  who  is 
now  glad  to  know  that  we  have  found  happiness  within  the 
arms  of  divine  love.  "  A  thousand  conflicting  emotions  agitate 
me.  I  have  passed, through  so  much  within  so  few  years. 
Once,  in  a  happy  home,  then  in  the  wide  world  as  a  wanderer, 
next  as  the  recipient,  after  many  trials,  of  a  most  divine  and 
consoling  truth;  and  now  at  last,  as  the  sharer  with  the 
sanctified  of  the  trials  which  will  one  day  become  historic  !  I 
still  hop?.  I  be'ieve  that  the  cause  is  true.  I  believe  that 
earth  and  hell  with'all  their  woes  and ''trials  cannot  prevail 
against  us.  This  is  the  day^when  we  should^be  forgiving,  but 
I  feel  almost  relentless-.  Xever  before  has  Christmas  brought 
hard  feelings  against  my  fellow-man  until  to-day. 


IV 

It  is  a  new  Christmas,  and  down  the  sloping  hillsides,  comes 
drifting  a  blinding  snow.  The  little  fort  in  the  centre  of  the 
whitened  valley,  nestles  peacefully.  Outside,  the  wolf  howls 
in  dismal  concordance  withthe.blinding  storm.  The  moun- 
tains seem  to  bend  in  snowy  anger  upon  the  trembling  vale. 

We  are  shaken  with  hunger.  We  tremble  in  the  blast, 
with  insufficient  clothing.     The  dangers  of  nature  and  man 

threajen  us_with  uatold_woes. And  yet  we  are  full  of  joy; 

our  presidency  has  been  declared,  Tnd  "allTro^^tisfied^with 
that  which  is  promised  within. 

V 

This  is  the  last  Christmas  that  I  shall  [record  perhaps.  It 
is'almost  the  centennial  year.  The  world  has'moved  on  since 
last  I  wrote;  and  Israel  has  not  been  asleep.  I'eace  and 
prosperity  abide  with  us.  All  the  bad  predictions  of  our 
enemies  have  come  to  naught.  All  the  most  ardent  hopes  of 
our  devoted  friends  have  been  fully  realized.  We  are  a  power 
in  the  land.  She,  my  .wife,  .has, gone;  ,  but  she  has  left  a 
heritage  of  noble  progeny.  And  1  am  content  to  leave  the 
record  of  my  life  to  a'nobler  generation.  ' 

Here  let  me  say:  my  career  has  taught  that  there  is  but 
one  truth,  one  life.  I  trust,  that  ,1  have  never  faltered.  I 
certainly  have  never  feared.  May  I  go  down  to  my  grave, 
repentant  of  errors  which  I^have.  committed,  and  hopeful,  of 
the  future,  for  the  generations  which  1  have  reared  around 
m3.  I  have  little  more  to  say.  The  work  will  go  oa,  I  am 
confident.  I  beg  those  who  are  dear  to  me  to  be  faithful. 
******  * 

The  pine  logs,  one  after  another, ;  crackle  away;  one  after 
another  they. fall  into  a  heap  of  ashes,  until  no  blaze'  is'  left. 
The  old  man  leaning,"  upon"  his  trusty  stick  has  nodded  and 
dreamed— the  events  of  a  lifetime  passing  before  him  in  quick 
review.  It  is  now  near  day.  Already  the  faint  dawn  looks 
over  the  eastern  hills,  and  fires  and  lights  begin  to  blaze  again 
in  cottage  homes.  In  the  old  stone  house,  a  score  of  children 
run  down  to  clasp]their  Santa  Claus.  I  Beside  the  open  fire- 
place whose  contents  are  only  dreary  ashes,  they  find— leaning 
upon  an  ivory-headed  cane,  with  snowy-bound  face,  looking 
upon  the  faded  fires— a  grandsire's  form.  They  touch  him 
with  exultant  cries,  but  he  answers  not.  He  has  gone.  Let 
not  the  hope  and  trust  of  Israel  fade  with  him.  The  son  and 
all  the  little  ones  mourn'a  kindly  face  departed.  It  is  Christ- 
mas day.     Ring,  meriy  bellt! 


A  Goop  Heart. — There  was  a  great  master  among  the 
Jews,  who  bid  his  scholars  consider  and  tell  him  what  was  the 
best  way  wherein  a  man  should  always  keep.  One  came  and 
said,  that  there  was  nothing  better  than  a  good  eye,  which  is, 
in  their  language,  a  liberal  and  contented  disposition.  Another 
said  a  good  companion  is  the  best  thing  iu  the  world.  A  third 
said,  a  good  neighbor  was  the  best  thing  he  could  desire;  and 
a  fourth  preferred  a  man  that  could  foresee  things  to  come; 
that  is,  a  wise  person.  But,  at  last,  came  in  one  Elcazar,  and 
he  said,  a  good  heart  was  better  than  them  all.  True,  said 
the  master,  thou  hast  comprehended  in  two  words  all  that  the 
rest  have  said.  For  he  that  hath  a  good  heart  will  be  both 
contented,  and  a  good  companion,  and  a  eood  neighbor,  and 
easily  sec  what  is  fit  to  be  done  by  him.  Let  every  man  then 
labor  to  find  in  himself  a  sincerity  and  uprightness  of  heart  at 
all  times,  and  that  will  save  him  abundance  of  other  labor. 


^ 
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GEORGE  (t.  CANNON, 


EDITOR. 


SALT  LAKE  CITY,  DECEMBER  15, 1884. 


EDITORIAL     THOUGHTS. 


INETEEN  years  have  passed  since  the 
first  number  of  the  Juvenile  Instrucior 
was  issued.  What  changes  have  occurred 
during  that  period !  The  children  who 
read  its  pages  then  have  grown  to  man- 
hood and  womanhood  and  are  now  lathers 
and  mothers  with  their  children  occupying 
/3  the  places  which  they  did.  Ninetc en  years 
in  a  community  like  ours  are  thronged  with 
important  incidents  that  affect  the  lives  and 
well-being  of  the  entire  community.  When  the 
JuvE.siLE  In-tructou  Was  first  published  there 
b  ;•  was  no  organizition  of  the  Sunday  schools.  A 
few  schools  were  taught  here  and  there,  but  gen- 
eral attention  was  not  drawn  to  them.  In  some 
places  they  were  looked  upon  with  seme  degree  of 
distrust,  and  in  no  part  of  the  Territory  were  they 
made  use  of  as  they  are  now  in  training  the  rising 
generation.  The  JuvEMi.E  Instructor  has  done 
its  part  in  helping  forward  this  great  movement  of  which  we 
fee  such  abundant  fruits  on  every  hand  in  our  Sunday  schools, 
There  is  scarcely  a  hamlet  were  the  Litter-day  Saints  live 
throughout  all  these  mountains  that  is  destitute  of  the  Sun- 
I'ay  fchoo!.  It  has  become  a  power  in  the  land.  While  the 
Juvenile  Instructor  does  not  claim  the  credit  for  all  this, 
still  it  feels  some  degree  of  modest  pride  in  the  reflection  that 
it  has  contributed  to  bring  about  these  results.  There  was  a 
time  when  our  children  did  not  receive  the  attention  they  do 
now.  But  with  the  publication  of  this  paper  public  interest 
was  created  in  the  training  and  welfare  of  the  children,  and 
while  it  may  be  that  in  place.^  the  value  of  educating  our  chil- 
dren i.s  not  yet  fully  appreciated,  siill  there  is  a  general  dis- 
position everywhere  to  look  upon  the  religious  education  of 
our  children  as  a  matter  of  great  importance.  How  much 
this  journal  has  contributed  to  the  creation  and  fostering  of 
that  feeling  and  to  its  general  diffusion  among  the  jieoplc  we 
leave  others  to  say. 

No  nation  .^an  be  truly  great  which  neglects  the  training  of 
the  yo'ing.  Though  much  has  been  done  in  this  direction  in 
this  mountain  region,  yet  there  is  an  immense  field  of  labor 
stretching  out  before  every  willing  worker  to  do  substantial 
service  in  behalf  of  the  ri.-ing  generation.  There  is  a  rude- 
ness and  an  uncouthness  and  a  want  of  good  manners  and 
proper  training  so  frequently  exhibited  in  many  places  by  our 
young  people  that  we  arc  forced  to  ask  ourselves  what  would 
have  been  the  condition  of  these  children  without  the  agencies 
at  present  in  use?  If  so  much  barbarism  is  cxbibited  with 
all  the  advantages  that  our  chilJren  have  had,  what  would 
have  been  their  characters  had  these  advantages  not  been 
cxtenled'to  them?  We  use  the  word  "baibirism"  with  a 
full  undcr-tanding  of  its  import.     We  have  really  seen  more 


rudeness  and  want  of  good  manners  among  the  white  children 
of  our  mountains  than  we  ever  saw  among  the  heathens  on 
the  Pacific  Islands  or  the  Indians  of  the  plains  or  mountains. 
Of  course  these  instances  to  which  we  refer  are  exceptions.  It 
is  very  apparent  to  all  observers  who  have  been  here  for  years 
that  a  higher  tone  and  loftier  aspirations  and  more  correct 
lives  an  witnessed  among  our  children  and  youth  at  the  pres- 
ent time  than  formerly.  Among  them  also  there  is  a  better 
understanding  of  the  nature  of  our  religion,  of  its  doctrines, 
of  the  history  of  the  people,  and  all  of  those  matters  that 
make  people  intelligent,  than  has  ever  been  witnessed  before, 
and  the  correctness  of  the  lives  of  many,  causes  the  contrast 
to  he  very  striking  between  them  and  others  of  the  character 
to  which  we  have  alluded. 

There  cevcr  was  a  finer  field  for  the  exercise  of  every  qual- 
ity ncce.'sary  to  make  people  saviors  of  their  fillow-men  than 
is  presented  before  us  in  our  settlements.  The  children  are 
very  numerou.=.  They  are  Aill  of  life  and  animation.  If  not 
properly  trained  and  controlled  they  become  rude,  boisterous 
and  ill-mannered.  With  proper  training  they  can  be  made 
intelligent,  vigorous,  and  every  way  admirable.  The  future 
of  the  Zion  of  our  God  is  to  a  very  great  extent  in  the  hands  of 
the  children  who  are  now  being  educated.  If  they  should 
grow  up  pure  in  their  morals,  correct  in  their  lives,  full  of 
intelligence,  the  happiest  results  will  attend  their  cxeitions 
and  their  connection  with  the  work  of  God. 

The  Elders  who  return  from  their  mis.'ions  have  opportun- 
ities for  doing  good  and  contributing  to  the  salvation  of  th(ir 
fellow-creatures  in  these  valleys  such  as  cannot  be  obtained 
elsewhere  in  (he  world.  Every  man  who  has  filled  a  mission 
should  upon  his  return  look  around  and  see  how  he  can  best 
apply  himself  for  the  benefit  of  the  work  of  God  so  as  to 
retain  the  spirit  that  he  has  had  while  absent  preaching  the 
gospel,  and  magnify  the  priesthood  which  God  has  given  to 
him.  The  (raining  of  the  young  offers  inducements  to  all  men 
who  desire  the  salvation  of  their  lellow-mcn  such  as  cannot  be 
obtained  anywhere,  and  the  result  will  be  in  every  instance 
gratifying.  No  man  can  labor  in  such  a  field  without  witness- 
ing an  abunc^ant  harvest  atd  having  his  heart  gladdened  by 
the  results  which  he  sees  wrought  out. 

Wo  desire  the  Juvenile  Instructor  to  still  perform  its 
part  in  this  great  work.  Its  reputation  is  establis-hed  among 
the  people.  Nineteen  years  have  shown  them  its  value.  We 
might  make  many  promises  for  the  future,  but  we  do  not 
think  this  necessary,  more  than  to  say  that  it  will  still  be  our 
aim  to  make  it  all  that  can  be  desired  to  improve  it  in  evcy 
direction  and  to  have  it  fill  its  mission  most  effectively.  We 
design  to  exercifc  the  greatest  care  in  the  preparation  and 
selection  of  matter  for  its  columns  and  to  add  to  its  attraction? 
and  value,  so  that  every  child  in  the  land  can  read  it  with  pro- 
fit, and  thatit  may  even  prove  interesting  and  instructive  to  men 
and  women  of  matuic  years.  Wc  ask  our  friends  everywheic 
to  pa(ronizo  i(  and  do  us  (lie  kindness  to  speak  to  their  neigh- 
liors  and  sufgest  that  they  subfcribc  for  it.  We  think  the 
Juvenile  Instri ttor  should  Ic  in  every  family  throughout 
all  these  mountains,  that  every  child  should  have  access  to  its 
pages.  We  think  the  money  invested  in  it  is  well  spent  and 
that  it  will  bring  an  abundant  return  to  every-one  who  pays 
it.  Presidents  of  Stakes,  Bishops,  their  counselors,  superin- 
tendents and  teachers  of  Sunday  schools,  we  (rust  will  all  find 
it  to  their  interest  to  extend  the  circulation  of  the  Juvenile 
Instructor,  and  ia  doing  so  feel  that  they  are  contribu'ingto 
that  which  will  increase  their  own  strength  and  influence  by 
promoting  correct  feelings  among  the  rising  generation. 
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THE  AKCiiER  nsii.     (See  paffe  ZIS.). 
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CrTJ^EISriLE     I3^STI?.TJOTOI?.. 


THE    ARCHER    FISH. 


ALL  will  admit  that  the  fish  represented  in  our  engraving 
has  received  a  very  appropriate  name.  The  facuhy  it 
possesses  of  projecting  a  drop  of  water  into  the  air  at  once 
suggests  the  name  which  has  been  given  it. 

The  archer  fi?h  is  a  native  of  Java  and  the  Indian  Archi- 
pelago. It  does  not  grow  very  large;  in  fact,  the  one  seen  in 
the  picture  is  almcat  full  size.  Although  it  is  so  small,  it  has 
power  to  force  a  drop  of  water  from  four  to  five  feet  in  the 
air.  It  is  a  very  skilllul  archer  and  seldom  misses  the  object 
of  its  aim.  The  force  of  the  blow  is  suiBcient  to  cause  small 
insects,  such  as  flies,  to  fall  from  the  leaf  or  twig  upon  which 
they  may  be  resting,  and  as  soon  as  they  strike  the  water  they 
are  seized  by  the  fish  and  devoured  as  food. 

The  Chinese  of  Java  capture  these  fish  and  keep  them  in 
jars;  and,  for  the  purpose  of  amusement,  they  place  small 
insects  within  their  range  in  order  to  witness  their  mode  of 
capturing  their  prey. 

It  is  a  very  pleasant  and  instructive  exercise  to  observe  the 
habits  or  instincts  of  the  animal  creation.  We  can  learn  many 
valuable  lessons  from  them.  The  study  of  the  works  of  God 
will  enable  us  to  better  comprehend  His  power,  mercy  and 
wisdom.  The  more  we  learn  of  His  works,  the  more  grateful 
we  will  feel  towards  Him :  for  no  one  can  acquire  a  correct 
knowledge  of  the  works  of  nature  without  being  deeply 
impressed  with  the  goodness  of  the  Creator.  Evidences  of 
His  wisdom  is  displayed  in  even  the  smallest  and  most  insig- 
nificant of  His  creatures. 

It  is  said  that  self  preservation  is  the  first  law  of  nature.  It 
may  also  be  claimed  that  the  second  law  of  nature  is  to  pro- 
vide food  to  sustain  life.  At  any  rate  it  is  a  duty  of  equal 
importance,  for  every  living  creature  requires  food  of  some 
kind  to  retain  life.  It  is  in  the  procuring  of  the  necessaries 
of  life  and  self-protection  that  all  animals  exhibit  their  greatest 
skill  or  their  most  wonderful  instincts.  Of  all  living  beings, 
roan  is  perhaps  the  weakest  in  bodily  strength  or  natural 
means  of  defense.  But,  aided  by  his  reason  and  the  mechan- 
ical skill  which  he  has  power  to  command,  he  is  the  most 
powerful.  Mankind,  therefore,  have  innumerable  waj-s  of 
protecting  and  providing  for  themselves.  It  would  be  impos- 
i-ib'e  to  enumerate  all  the  methods  resorted  to  by  human 
beings  to  preserve  life;  but  we  can  each  note  some  of  the 
modes  in  use  as  we  move  about  in  providing  (or  our  own  sus- 
tenance. Mankind  arc  therefore  more  highly  favored  than 
the  inferior  animals ;  and  very  often,  it  may  be  said  to  their 
discredit,  they  are  the  most  ungrateful. 

.Mthough  there  arc  many  plans  in  use  among  the  lower 
order  of  animal-t  to  procure  food,  each  species  or  family  of 
living  creatures  has  but  few  ways  within  its  power.  As,  for 
instance,  the  archer  fish,  whose  most  effective  contrivance  is 
the  novel  method  described  in  the  beginning  of  this  sketch. 

There  are  other  creatures  that  have  peculiar  and  ingenious 
ways  of  securing  food,  especially  if  they  prey  upon  living 
animals.  Take,  for  example,  the  common  domestic  cat.  She 
exhibits  wonderful  agility  in  the  capturing  of  mice,  birds  and 
other  small  animaU.  A  cat  will  often  catch  a  bird,  flying  at 
a  very  fast  speed,  as  it  heedlessly  lowers  itself  near  the 
ground. 

The  spider,  again,  has  a  very  clever  way  of  securing  its  prey 
by  means  of  the  web  which  it  weaves. 

There  h  a  bird  that,  after  capturing  in.sects  and  smaller 
birds  upon  which  it  feeds,  fastens  them  upou  thorns  or  short 
branches  of  trees  to  preserve  for  use  in  time  of  need.     This 


feathered  creature  is  called  the  butcher  bird  (a  man  who  sticks 
insects  on  pins  and  places  dead  birds  on  pedestals  for  no  pur- 
pose but  to  look  at  them  is  titled  a  naturalist  or  entomol- 
ogist!) 

The  ant-eater  of  South  America  obtains  its  food  by  thrust- 
ing its  tongue,  which  is  very  long  and  cylindrical,  into  an  ant- 
bed.  The  saliva  with  which  its  tongue  is  coated  causes  the 
ants  to  adhere  to  it,  and  when  a  sufficient  number  is  thus 
secured  it  retracts  its  tongue  and  devours  the  insects. 

Many  animals  display  considerable  cunning  by  concealing 
themselves  in  difierent  ways  in  placts  where  their  prey  is  likely 
to  come  near;  and,  watching  for  their  opportunity,  they 
pounce  upon  the  unsuispecting  creature  and  devour  it.  Ani- 
mals that  are  seemingly  the  most  stupid  and  slow  in  their 
movements,  possess  means  of  securing  their  prey  that  are 
admirably  adapted  to  their  station.  Even  the  toad  we  fiud  in 
our  gardens  can  get  a  meal  of  flies  by  scraping  them  into  his 
mouth  with  his  tougne  as  they  perch  one  after  the  other  upon 
the  end  of  his  nose. 


W.1^^^'^ 


BERTIE'S  VICTORY. 


The  children  had  been  promised  a  little  Christ- 
mas party,  and  were  talking  pleasantly  about  their 
playmates,  lintil  Ethel  said: 

"Didn't  you  ask  Charlie  Gale,  now,  really?" 

"No,"  answered  Bertie,  "I  said  I  wouldn't,  and  I 
didn't.  He  called  me  a  'stuck  up,'  and  he  pushed 
me  down  and  ran  away  with  my  sled." 

"Yes;  but  he  brought  it  back.  I  guess  it  was 
only  for  fun." 

"I  don't  want  him  anyhow,"  repeated  Bertie. 

"Bertie,  dear,"  said  his  mother,  "what  does  Chri.^t- 
mas  celebrate?" 

"The  birth  of  Christ,  mother,"  he  answered. 

"Yes,  the  birth  of  a  Savior — of  Ilim  who  came 
to  save  us  from  sin;  remember  that,  my  boy;  re- 
sentful and  unkind  feelings  are  sin.  It  is  sin  to 
treat  others  as  you  would  not  like  yourself  to  be 
tretited.  It  is  sin  to  refuse  to  forgive  a  wrong  act 
or  word.  The  angels  who  tolil  the  Savicjr's 
birth  sang,  "Peace  on  caitli  and  goodwill  to 
all  men."  We  must  learn  here  to  live  in  llmt 
spirit,  if  we  would  sing  that  song  in  heaven, 
Bertie.  Think  about  it,  my  boy;  and  if  you  con- 
clude that  you  would  rather  have  (hailie  here, 
you  may  go  over  and  ask  him." 

Bertie  did  think  about  it.  He  knew  his 
mother  was  right,  and  in  a  little  time  he  put 
on  his  cap  and  coat  and  ran  as  fast  as  he  could, 
lest  his  resolution  should  fail. 


^ 


.€^Si 


"Charlie,"  said  he,' "Ethel  and  I  are  going  to 
have  a  party  to-night." 

"Knew  that  before,"  said  Charlie  rather  shortly. 

"But — but  I  came^to  ask  you.     Will  you  come?" 

Charlie's  eyes  brightened ;  still  he  hesitated. 

"Your  mother'U  let  you,  won't  sha?"  urged 
Bertie. 

"Yes,  mother'U  let  me;  but  do^j^ou  want  me, 
Bertie?     Didn't Jyour  mother  make  you  ask  me?" 

"No;  she  thought  I^had  better,  but  she  didn't 
saj^  I  must.  I  do  really  want  you,  Charlie;  and 
Ethel  does.     I'm — I'm  sorry  I  was  so  mad  at  j'ou." 

"Are  you?"  said  Charlie,  looking  very  bright 
and  glad.  ^"Then'rm  sorry  I  teased  you." 

"All  right,"  said  Bertie,  hurriedly,  "be  sure  and 
come  early;  we'll  have  a  jolly  time." 

And  home^'he^  ran,  feeling  very  much  better 
than  when  he  started.  The  Christmas  party  was 
a  very  happy  one,  with  nothing  to  mar  its  pleas- 
ure ;'_and  Bertie  never  forgot  its  lesson: 

"PK.A.CE  AND  Good-Will."— Selected. 


TOPICS    OF    THE    TIMES. 


BY     THE     EDITOR. 


■T^HE  work  of  persecution  still  pees  od.  I  hear  it  stated 
-^  that  orders' have  been  given  by  the  department  of  justice 
at'  Washington'  to  push  cases  against  Latter-day  Saints. 
Whether  this  be  so  or  not  it  is  apparent  that  prosecuting 
officers  are  pursuing  the  same  course  in  this  Territory  as  in 
Arizona.  The  same  methods  to  secure  convictions  and  to  visit 
with  severe  punishment  Latter-day  Saints  who  can  be  entrap- 
ped are  being  adopted.  Bail  is  refu.^ed  in  both  Territories, 
pending  appeal.  Yesterday  a  dispatch  informed  uathat  three 
Latter-day  Saints  have  been  sent  from  Arizona  to  Detroit — 
Ammon  M.  Tenney,  Charles  L  Kempeand  P.  J.  ChristofFer- 
son — and  others  are  indicted  and  likely  to  be  sent  off  in  the 
same  manner  as  Russian  political  oifenders  are  .sent  to  Siberia. 
Russian  punishment  is  the  synonym  of  heartless  and  cruel 
tyranny  all  the  world  over.  But  in  what  was  once  free  Amer- 
ica, American  citizens  are  treated  as  barbarously  as  they  arc 
in  Russia.  In  this  Territory  God-fearing,  upright  men,  men 
of  blameless  and  unspotted  lives,  whoso  only  offense  is  that 
they  have  obeyed  a  command  of  the  Almighty,  are  incarcer- 
ated in  a  penitentiary,  having  as  their  companions  the  vilest 
criminal.-^,  men  who  have  broken  every  law  of  God  and  man. 
Rudger  Clawson  and  Joseph  H.  Evans  have  as  one  of  their 
companions  the  murderer,  Hopt,  who  has  been  three  times 
convicted  of  murder  by  separate  juries,  and  thrice  been  sen- 
tenced to  death.  The  mere  mention  of  this  fact  e.xhibits 
clearly  the  infamous  character  of  the  jiroceedings  again.^-t 
them.  If  we  did  not  s-ee  such  acts  we  could  i-carcely  conceive 
it  possible  that  in  the  full  light  of  the  nineteenth  century, 
courts  could  be  found  so  lost  to  all  sense  of  justice  and  human- 
ity and  to  the  rights  of  man  as  to  consign  men  to  such  places  for 


no  crime  except  following  the  dictates  of  their  own  conscience 
in  the  worship  of  their  God.  These  men  have  lived  pure, 
moral  lives,  have  been  universally  respected  by  all  their  asso- 
ciates, have  intruded  upon  no  one,  nor  trespassed  upon  any- 
one's rights;  and  yet,  because  they  have  sought  to  do  the  will 
of  the  Lord  they  are  put  in  this  position. 

The  report  of  the  Utah  commission,  as  published,  clearly 
shows  that  they,  at  least,  do  not  believe  that  plural  marriage 
is  not  a  part  of  our  religion.  They  call  it  our  "creed."  They 
say:  "This  article  of  faith  is  as  much  an  essential  and  sub- 
stantial part  of  their  creed  as  their  belief  in  baptism,  repent- 
ance for  the  forgiveness  of  sins,  and  the  like."  In  another 
place  they  say:  "All  orthodox  Mormons  believe  polygamy  to 
be  right,  and  that  it  is  an  essential  part  of  their  creed." 

These  admissions  show  very  plainly  that  the  pretense  which 
has  been  set  up  so  frequently,  that  it  is  not  a  part  of  our  reli- 
gion, is  entirely  without  foundation.  The  commissioners  evi- 
dently do  not  believe  this  pretense,  but  freely  admit  that  it  is 
a  part  of  our  religion.  They  reveal  the  object  of  this  crusade 
against  us  in  very  plain  language  in  another  part  of  their 
report.     In  speaking  about  legislation  they  say: 

"We  now  repeat  that  the  most  that  can  be  predicated  upon 
such  legislation  is  that  it  will,  if  no  step  backward  is  taken, 
soon  ameliorate  the  harder  conditions  of  Mormonism  and 
hasten  the  day  for  its  final  extinction." 

Are  we  not  justified  in  judging  them  by  their  own  words? 
In  the  first  place  they  admit  that  our  belief  in  and  practice  of 
plural  marriage  is  a  part  of  our  religion.  In  the  second  place 
they  admit  that  the  legislation  which  has  been  enacted,  and 
which  they  still  favor,  has  for  its  object  "the  final  extinction 
of  'Mormonism.'  "  This  is  all  that  we  have  ever  contended 
for.  We  base  our  defense  of  our  actions  on  the  ground  that 
the  first  amendment  of  the  Constitution  expressly  says  that 
"Congress  shall  make  no  law  respecting  an  establishment  of 
religion,  or  prohibiting  the  free  exercise  thereof"  We  have 
all  the  time  asserted  that  this  was  an  attack  upon  our  religion, 
and  of  the  correctness  of  this  our  enemies  themselves  furnish 
the  needed  proof  There  was  a  time  when  I  had  some  respect 
for  the  members  of  this  Utah  commission.  I  thought  they 
were  well-meaning  persons,  who,  for  the  sake  of  the  salary, 
had  accepted  the  place  and  were  trying  to  perform  its  unpleas- 
ant duties  as  well  as  possible.  But  I  cannot  express  my  dis- 
gust and  abhorrence  of  such  measures  as  the  commissioners 
have  recommended  in  this  report.  It  is  a  most  fortunate 
thing — and  I  recognize  the  hand  of  God  in  it — that  this  mis- 
erable parly  to  which  some  of  them  belong  has  been  over- 
thrown. There  are  two  Democrats,  however,  on  the  commis- 
sion who  are  as  willing,  to  all  appearances,  to  forge  fetters  for 
their  fellow-citizens  as  their  Republican  con/nrcs.  The 
Republicans  are  only  carrying  out  their  platform,  but  these 
Democrats  are  apostate  to  their  principles  and  trampling  upon 
those  rights  and  liberties  which  they  are  so  professedly  anx- 
ious to  preserve. 

We  have  been  in  many  close  places  since  the  organization  of 
the  Church,  and  the  Lord  has  always  been  our  help  and  deliv- 
erer. So  it  will  be  in  this  instance.  The  Lord  will  provide  a 
way  of  escape,  and  the  pits  that  our  enemies  dig  for  our  feet 
they  will  fall  into;  they  will  be  entrapped  in  their  own  snares, 
and  the  word  of  the  Lord  will  most  as.suredly  be  fulfilled  which 
He  has  spoken  (through  the  luophet  Isaiah,)  concerning  the 
enemies  of  Zion,  namely:  "No  weapon  that  is  formed  against 
thee  shall  prosper;  and  every  tongue  that  shall  rise  against 
thee  in  judgment  thou  shalt  condemn." 


380 


uTJ'^EllsrirjE     IliTSTI^TJOTOE., 


PULLING    UP    THE    ^VEEDS. 


"T  don't  want  to  put  that  old  Mother  Hubbard  on  horl" 

-I  cried  a  cross  little  voice. 

"You  just  will  too,"  said  another  voice,  sharply  and 
decidedly.  "I  sewed  it  myself,  and  I'm  going  to  have  it  as  I 
want  it." 

"0  dear!  0  dear!"  wailed  the  first  voice,  "I  fink  I  might 
dwcss  my  doll  my  own  way.  How  she  looks,  going  to  a  ball 
in  a  tcrappcr! — and  you  sewed  it  so  skewy  she  can't  put  one 
arm  down  at  all !"  "'I  don't  care,"  answered  the  other.  "I  am 
older  than  you,  and  you  must  do  as  I  tell  you." 

There  were  no  two  ways  about  it,  Alics  Adams  was  growing 
a  very  disagreeable  girl,  in  spite  of  her  lovely  hair  and  pretty 
face;  and  the  worst  of  it  was,  she  was  making  her  little  sister 
3Iinnie  and  the  wee  ba'oy  brother  cross  and  disagreeable  too. 
Her  mother  was  greatly  troubled  with  her  overbearing  man- 
ner towards  the  younger  children,  and  talked  seriously  with 
Iter  about  it.  Minnie  came  to  her  Mother  dissolved  in  tears 
about  the  doll. 

"Alice  always  has  to  hnss!"  declared  Henry,  following. 
"She  went  up  stairs  and  left  baby  crying  and  nurse  angry, 
because  she  had  to  interfere." 

"Come  here  children,  and  let  me  read  a  story,"  said  mam- 
ma, anxious  to  restore  peace. 

"I  will  not  hear  a  word,"  thought  naughty  Alice. 

Mrs.  Adams  opened  the  book  and  began, — 

"In  a  large,  old  fashioned  garden  in  thecointry,  a  lady  and 
two  children  walked  one  beau'ifu!  day  in  the  Fall.  The  children. 
lived  in  the  city,  but  were  on  a  vLsit  to  a  loved  aunt.  They 
con^idc^ed  it  a  great  privilege  to  help  themselves  to  the  late 
peaches,  pears  anJ  plums  that  grew  so  sweet  and  luscious 
rgain.-t  the  high  wall." 

("I  might  as  well  listen,''  thought  Alice,  drawing  near. 
"I  (fo  like  peaches  so.") 

"Eima,  the  little  girl,  was  a  pretty  child,"'  3Irs.  Adams 
read  on,  "to  look  at,  but  she  was  not  really  pretty,  for  she  had 
a  domineering  di^po^i'ion  that  spoiled  her;  for  it  is  truly  said 
that  'Iland-oiue  is  that  handsome  due.*.'  Jamie,  the  boy, 
was  naturally  quiet  and  good-natured,  but  under  Emma's 
example  was  learning  to  speak  harshly  and  sharply.  They 
were  gathering  a  b)Uiiuet  of  dahlias,  red,  yellow  and  white, 
when  suddenly  they  came  to  a  bed  of  tall,  ugly  weeds. 

"  '(),  aunt!'  ciied  Emma,  '.-iCC  the.-e  great  weeds,  just  where 
I  iilanicl  my  pansy  seeds.' 

"They're  taller  than  my  head,'  said  Jamie,  reaching  up  a 
little  brown  hand  that  bore  traces  of  mud  pics. 

" 'You can't  reach  to  the  top,  silly!"  said  Emma,  crossly. 
'I  can't  and  you're  not  half  as  tall  as  I.' 

" 'I'm  .«';»<!  tail,  anyway,  for  I'm  papa's  man,'  said  the 
little  four-year-old,  stoutly. 

"Emma  was  about  to  retort,  when  aunty  said, — 

" 'It  is  your  fault,  I'^niuia,  that  the  weeds  grow  liere,  and 
nowhere  else  in  the  garden.  Last  Spring  when  you.and  Jamie 
were  working  in  this  fljwer-bed,  the  busy  little  boy  ran  into 
neighbor  Jones' neglected  field,  and  brought  back  something 
carefully  gathered  in  his  apron.  He  s-aid  it  was  oats  for  the 
broomstick-pony  he  rode.  Do  you  remember  how  you  snatch- 
ed down  his  apron  and  scattered  its  contents?' 

" 'Ye.s  an!  lie  kicked,  and  screamed,  and  acted  awfully 
naughty,'  said  Emma. 

"  'Perhaps  he  would  not  have  been  so  'awfully  naughty'  if 
you  had  been  gentler,' said  aunty. 


"  'I  don't  see  how'my  crossness  made  these  nettles  grow.' 

"  'I  will  tell  you,'  answered  her  aunt.  'Jamie's  "oats" 
were  weeds  like  these,  and  you  scattered  them  around.  Every 
tree  brings  forth  fruit  after  its  kind.  Unless  you  watch  and 
pray,  the  garden  of  your  heart  will  grow  full  of  nettles.  A? 
you  cannot  reach  the  top  of  these  weeds,  so  you  cannot  meas- 
ure the  mischief  and  unhappiness  cross  words  may  cause.  As 
you  cannot,  with  your  feeble  strength,  uproot  the  strong 
growth  that  has  choked  and  killed  the  flowers,  so  you  cannot 
remove  the  effects  of  angry  words.  Like  our  faults,  ihe.'e 
weeds  might  have  been  removed  at  first,  but  when  allowed  to 
grow,  they  reach  such  proportions  that  it  is  impossille  to 
overcome  them;  and  while  your  own  garden  is  ruined,  the^e 
seeds,  borne  onlhs  wind,  will  cjntamiaate  your  neighbor's 
ground  also.'  " 

!Mrs.  Adams  paused  and  glanced  around  the  group. 

"Do  you  think  I  ought  to  go  to  weeding,  mamma'?"  asked 
Alice. 

"/fink  so,"  answered  Minnie,  quickly.  "I  'sped  your 
heart  is  full  of  JisscJx,  and  it  makes  you  all  p'ickly." 

"Do  not  look  over  your  neighbor's  feoee,  my  dear,''  advised 
her  mother,  smiling.  "You  will  each  find  plenty  of  weeds 
among  your  own  pansies,  which,  in  another  language  than 
ours,  means  'thoughts.'  Cultivate  your  own  hearts-ease, 
piDS'CS  and  forget-me-nots,  and  watch  that  the  enemy  dees 
not  sow  tares  among  your  wheat,  and  you  will  have  no  time  to 
dig  up  other  people's  weeds." — IJi's  JciccJs. 


THE  SPIRIT  OF  1775. 


A  CENTENM.AL  INClDI^Nr. 


JOHN  HOWE,  of  Marlborough,  a  quiet  farming  town,  in 
177.5  was  cobbling  at  a  pair  of  shoes  which  he  had  promised 
should  be  done  within  an  hour,  when  he  hctrd  that  the 
British  were  marching  to  Concord.  Being  a  man  of  his  word, 
he  kept  at  his  work,  notwithstanding  the  excitement,  and  the 
departure  of  his  townsmen.  He  had  just  finished  the  job 
when  Polly  Smith,  the  young  woman  who  kept  the  house 
where  he  boarded,  ran  into  the  shop. 

"JuhnI  John!"  sheciied,  with  glowing  cheeks  and  flashing 
eves,  "you  ought  to  have  been  t'ff  to  Concord  an  hour  ago. 
Every  other  man  in  the  village  has  got  theie  by  this  tiii;cl  ' 

"'Twouldn't  be  any  use  for  me  to  go,  anjhow!  I  havcct 
got  any  bullets,"  said  John. 

"Come  into  the  house  and  run  some,  then,"  replied  Polly. 

"I  haven't  got  anything  to  make'cm  of." 

'  0.  I'll  find  something  for  you  to  make  'em  of,"  and  Pol'y 
darted  into  the  house. 

Seizing  every  spoon  on  the  dresser,  she  iiumcdiati  ly 
returned  to  him. 

"Here  take  there,"   she  said  "and  if  you   want  more  I'll 

get  'cm  for  you." 

In  those  days  all  the  spoons  in  common  use  were  made  of 
pewter. 

John  was  soon  supplied  with  bullets  Taking  bis  old  gun.  he 
started  on  the  long  walk  of  fourteen  miles,  through  the  woods, 
to  Concord.  'Whenever  he  passed  a  bouse,  the  women  and 
children  all  cheered  him. 

P. 'aching  Concord,  he  found  the  British  were  just  Btarting 
from  what  is  now  the  Agricultural  Grouods;  on  their  retreat 
to  Boston. 


A  wounded  "red-coat,"  lying  beside  the  road,  begged  John, 
as  he  passed  by,  to  put  an  end  to  his  misery. 

"No,"  said  John,  "I  aint  quite  a  brute,  but  I'll  just  change 
pieces  with  you,  and  leave  you  to  the  women," 

Exchanging  his  old  gun  Cor  the  enemy's  new  musket  and 
ammunition,  he  joined  in  the  pursuit,  and  did  good  service  on 
the  way  to  Charlestown  Neck. 

John  Howe  enlisted  at  Cambridge  for  the  war,  and  fought 
at  Bunker  Hill.  He  was  in  most  of  our  important  battles  of 
the  seven-years'  contest,  and  never  came  home  until  the  British 
had  sailed  for  England!  Being  hardy,  faithful  and  zealous,  he 
was  frequently  chosen  by  Washington  for  dangerous 
enterprises.  He  was  one  of  the  most  useful  men  in  the  army, 
and  on  one  occasion  saved  Washington's  life.  At  the  end  of 
the  war  it  was  Col.  Howe  who  returned  to  Marlborough. 

Polly  Smith,  during  these  year.?,  had  been  spinning,  weaving 
and  knitting  for  the  soldiers.  She  was  the  first  person  Col. 
Howe  sought.  When,  however,  ho  returned  her  spoons,  they 
were  of  silver,  and  marked  "Polly  Howe." 


A  TRUE  INCIDENT. 


WILLARD  and  Fred  Warren  had  been  reading  "dime 
novels"  for  some  time  "upon  the  sly,'  as  they  expressed 
it.  Just  how  they  began  in  such  an  evil  practice  I  do  not 
know,  but  undoubtedly  in  the  same  way  that  many  other 
boys  begin  to  do  wrong.  Their  parents  never  dreamed 
for  a  long  time  that  the  boys  were  doing  this  and 
thus  trying  to  deceive  them.  They  were  careful  to  provide 
their  children  with  suitable  reading,  and  many  bright,  beautiful 
books  were  presented  to  them,  but  the  boys'  taste  for  reading 
had  become  corrupted  and  they  did  not  care  for  the  fine 
presents  in  the  form  of  hooks.  The  "dime  novels"  with 
their  false  and  unh-oly  teaching  were  leading  the  boys  far 
away  from  the  path  of  right  and  obedience.  The  blinded 
boys  were  icjuring  themselves  far  more  than   they  supposed. 

Willard  and  Fred  could  not  always  read  such  bcioks  "upon 
the  sly,"  and  at  last  it  was  revealed  to  the  parents  just  what 
the  boys  had  been  doing.  They  were  greatly  surprised  and 
deeply  grieved  and  they  entreated  the  boys  to  cast  such  books 
aside  and  never  look  into  them  again.  Fred,  the  youngest 
boy,  was  moved  at  the  grief  of  his  parents  and  promised  (o 
heed  their  advice,  but  Willard,  who  was  nearly  four  years 
older,  thought  that  he  was  able  to  judge  for  himself  what 
kind  of  books  to  read,  and  so  he  made  no  promise.  Fred 
regained  the  confidence  of  his  parents,  but  Willard  only  grew 
more  disobedient.  He  would  not  remain  at  home  the  long 
Winter  evenings  because  he  was  not  allowed  to  read  his  vile 
books  in  the  family  circle.  Soon  he  left  home  for  good  and 
became  very  reckless  and  wayward.  The  parents  were  almost 
heart-broken  and  could  only  weep  and  pray.  At  last  he  went 
away  and  no  one  knew  just  where  he  had  gone.  News  came 
after  awhile  that  he  was  in  a  western  jail,  but  no  one  knew 
whether  it  was  true  or  not. 

Two  years  passed  away  and  the  parents  received  a  letter 
from  him  written  just  before  he  died  in  want  and  degradation. 
He  confessed  his  folly  and  acknowledged  that  he  was  led  to 
his  life  of  shame  by  reading  dime  novels.  He  asked  to  be 
forgiven  and  expressed  a  hope  that  ( !od  had  also  forgiven  him. 
Another  letter  followed  this,  from  another,  saying  that 
Willard  was  dead  and  buried  far  away  from  his  friends  and 
iindred. 


This  is  only  one  of  the  thousand  that  are  led  yearly    to 
destruction  by  dime  novels. — Ex. 


CHRISTMAS     THOUGHTS     OF 
I.ITTEE    GIRL. 


A 


BY    A.    P.    WELCHMAN. 


Dear  Santa  Claus,  excuse: 
Don't  think  mo  naughty  quite 
Bpcau'el'm  bold  enough  to  try 
My  thoughts  just  now  to  write. 

You've  always  been  so  kind, 
For  many  a  passing  year, 
To  little  ones  in  many  lands, 
That,  somehow,  I  don't  fe.ir. 

As  Christmas  soon  will  come. 
One  wish  alone  I  crave; 
Please  grant  me  this,  though  on  that  morn 
JSIo  pretty  gift  I  have. 

My  mamma  often  tells  me. 
And  papa,  too,  oft  reads. 
Of  people  who  have  got  bad  hearts, 
And  do  such  wicked  deeds. 

I'm  'fraid  they  ne'er  will  go 
To  live  in  heaven  so  bright; 
Because,  you  know,  none  there  will  be 
Whose  hearts  art  not  quite  right. 

But  there  I'd  like  to  meet 
The  whole  world,  when  I  go 
To  live  with  Jesus  at  His  home — 
They're  brethren  all,  you  know. 

And  jet  how  horrid  dark 
The  hearts  of  those  must  be, 
Who  killed  those  faithful  Elders  in 
The  State  of  Tennessee  I 

And  those  who  killed  dear  Jesus, 
The  Prophet  Joseph,  too; 
And  martyrs  all,  from  Abel  down 
Till  now,  the  ages  through! 

Now,  this  is  what  I  wish 
That  you,  old  friend,  would  do: 
Ask  Jesus  Christ  to  plead  with  God 
That  pure,  clean  hearts,  and  new. 

Each  enemy  of  ours 
May  yet  in  time  receive; 
That  ail  may  meet  us  when,  with  God, 
At  home  in  peace  we  live. 

Now,  do  you  think  the  Father 
The  murderers  can  forgive? — 
Our  Savior  pleaded  that  Hi&foos 
God's  pardon  might  receive. 

So  I  don't  think  I  am  wrong 
In  pleading  for  them,  then; 
And  He,  perhaps,  will  pray  again. 
And  I'll  cry  out,  "Amen  I  " 
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A     CHRISTMAS     STORY. 


BY   IIOMESPON. 


THIRTY  years  ago,  the  eagerly-Iooked-for  Christmas  dawn 
was  just  commencing  to  glimmer  over  the  sleeping  town 
of  Tipton,  in  old  England,  and  busy  rings  of  smoke  were  com- 
mencing to  hurry  out  of  the  crowded  chimneys;  little  rings 
and  big  ones  flying  upward  with  silent  haste,  a  faint  salutation 
blowing  from  one  chimney  to  another  as  the  clear,  frosty  air 
wafted  them  on  their  journey.  The  slight  fall  of  snow  which 
had  lightly  settled  down  from  its  cloud-home  during  the  night, 
was  just  preparing  to  greet  the  great  up-coming  sun  with  a 
brilliant  smile,  when  the  -^oor  of  a  large  mansion  was  impuls- 
ively pulled  open  and  a  little  brown-faced  maiden  rushed  out 
on  the  steps. 

What  did  she  see?  Go 
back  a  few  weeks  with  me 
and  I  will  tell  you  tome- 
thing  about  what  greeted 
her  sharp  little  eyes  that 
frosty  Christmas  morning. 

In  the  low  garret  of  a  mis- 
erable tenement  liouse  in 
this  same  town,  about  three 
weeks  before  our  story  opens, 
were  two  shivering,  mi.serable 
mortals.  One,  a  dying  wo- 
man, was  feebly  speaking  to 
the  other,  a  sobbing  boy. 
The  picture  is  very  common- 
place, is  it  not,  my  good 
friends?    Aye,  God  pity  us, 


very  common 


"Frankie,  dear,  you  re- 
member what  I  tell  you, 
don't  ever  forget;  God  is 
yer  only  friend,  now,  my 
brave  boy;  but  He's  a  good 
'un.  You  believe  it,  don't 
you?" 

"Yes,  mammy,"  sobs  the 
boy." 

"Come  rain,  come  snow, 
come  hail,  come  blow,  God 
will  pertect  ye.  Now,  tell 
me,  for  I'm  gettin'  weak- 
like,  what  air  ye  to  do  when 
— when  ye' re  alone?" 

"I'm  to  keep  my  Book  o'  Mormon  tight  an'  sure;  an'  ef 
anyone  fays  'Mormons'  is  around,  I'm  to  hunt  'em,  and  tell 
'em  who  I  be,  and  go  wi'  'em.  Till  then  1  mus'  try  doin' 
jobs  'boot,  an'  al'ays,  al'ays  pray,  night  and  in  the  mornin'." 
Then  he  broke  down  and  wailed,  "Oh,  don'  ye  leave  mc, 
mammy;  don'  ye  leave  me  !  I  be  only  a  little  feller  and  God 
can't  find  such  as  me.  Oh,  mammy,  stay  with  me!  I'll  git 
ye  some  milk,  mammy,  or  suthin'  good  fer  yer  to  eat,  sure 
now,  cf  yer  won't  go  an'  leave  me.  Oh,  mammy,  mammy, 
I'm  only  little  Frankie;  don't  go!  " 

The  coughs  and  sobs  in  the  woman's  throat  choked  her,  but 
soon  there  crept  over  her  the  wonderful  peace  that  often 
soothes  the  parting  pang  to  a  Christian's  soul,  and  she  spent 
her  Isist  strength  in  comforting  the  hopeless  agony  of  her  pet- 
ted boy. 


At  last  she  was  dead !  Out  over  the  pavement  the  rude 
charity  coffin  was  carried,  and  her  boy  was  left  alone  in  the 
world,  with  God  only  for  his  Friend.  Where  is  a  mightier, 
trustier  friend? 

I  shall  aot  stay  to  tell  you  how  Mrs.  Randall  had  joined  the 
"Mormon"  Church  some  time  previously,  nor  how,  through 
removal  and  illness,  she  had  lost  all  trace  of  the  Church  and 
its  members.  But  she  had  preserved,  as  a  precious  relic,  the 
little  Bible  of  her  mother's,  and  the  Book  of  Mormon  given 
her  by  a  traveling  Elder.  They  were  as  precious  to  her  boy. 
x\nd  I  don't  think  the  thought  of  selling  them  for  bread  ever 
entered  the  heart  of  the  boy,  so  faered  were  they  to  him. 

I  am  afraid  my  little  boy  did  not  always  rt member  to  pray; 
but  when  he  was  utterly  hopeless,  then  the  remembrance  of 
his  only  Friend  would  steal  in   upon  him,  and  he  would  pray 

for  something  to  eat.  The 
never-failing  answers  to  these 
little  petitions  shou'd  have 
taught  him  to  pray  oftener; 
but  alas!  like  children  of  a 
larger  growth,  he  was  apt  to 
forpet  as  soon  as  he  was  sat- 
isfied and  warm. 

And  so  he  drifted  on,  un- 
til the  night  before  Christ- 
mas.  Then  he  actually  was 
reduced  to  beg  of  every  pass- 
er-by; but  everyone's  purse 
seemed  emptied  by  the  mor- 
row's needs  or  wants,  and 
Frankie,  at  midnight,  sank 
down  on  some  steps,  cold, 
weary  and  utterly  forsaken. 
"What  did  mammy  leave 
me  for?"  he  sobbed.  His 
whole  frame  was  shaken  with 
grief,  and  the  outburst  seem- 
ed to  do  him  good.  After  a 
while  he  thought  of  his 
mother's  words  and  the  only 
Friend  left  him. 

"Well,  now,"  he  thought, 
"I'll  jest  pray  a  good,  stout 
prayer  this  time,  and  ask  fer 
some  place  to  sleep  in  as  well 
as  suthin'  to  eat,  and  may  be, 
seein'  it's  Christmas,  He'll 
do  me  a  extra  turn."  So 
down  on  the  steps  knelt  the 
buy,  and  l:iuiubl>,  il  iii  ilic  simplest  of  language,  asked  for 
food,  for  warmth  and  for  shelter.  He  was  very  tired,  and 
before  he  had  reached  the  end  of  his  prayer  ho  was  fast  asleep 
on  the  steps. 

Thus  it  was  that  when  little  Miss  Bleak  had  flung  open  her 
papa's  hall  door  she  found  a  little,  ragged,  unkempt,  sleeping 
boy  prostrate  on  the  steps. 

Miss  Olive  had  been  told  the  night  before,  by  hernur.se, 
that  when  she  looked  out  of  the  hall  door  that  bright  Clirist- 
mas  morning,  the  first  thing  she  saw  was  to  belong  to  lier. 
Her  papa  was  very  wealthy,  and  as  she  was  his  only  child,  he 
lavished  his  wealth  upon  her.  He  intended  to  present  her 
with  a  handsome  little  .sleigh,  but  the  light  fall  of  snow  would 
not  carry  it  to  the  door.  Nurse  did  not  know  of  this,  and  fo 
when  the  little  dark  eyes  looked  anxiously  out,  they  found— 
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poor  Frankie  Kandall. 

"Who  are  you?"  asked  the  astonished  child. 

"I'tD  on'y  Frankie. 

"Are  you  my  Christmas  boy,  sent  true  by  Santa  Clau>s?'' 

"I  dunno,"  shamefacedly  answered  the  boy. 

"Come  on  in  to  my  papa,  and  we'll  see." 

And  the  ill-assorted  pair  went  gravely  into  theidiningroom. 

"What's  the  meaning  of  all  this,  Olive?"  he  asked  sternly 
as  the  children  came  hand'in'hand"to  his  chair. 

"Why,  papa,  nurse  said  the  very  first  thin g^I  saw  outside 
the  hall  door  this  morning  was  to  be  mine,  my  very  own;  and 
I  saw  this  poor  little  boy.  He  can  be  my  Christmas  boy,  can't 
he,  papa;  all'mine?" 

"Humph!  Forgot  to  tell  nurse  about  the  light  snow-fall. 
Hence,  all  this  nonsense." 

The  wealthy  merchant]'stroked3is  chin,  and  scanned  the 
boy  with  his  shrewd  eyes. 

"Boy,"  a,sked  the  father,  at  last,  "where  are  you  from?" 

"Shall  I  tell  yer  all  'bout  myself,  sir?" 

"Goon." 

Then  followed  the  simple  story. 

"Mormons!  who  are  they?"  asked  Mr.  Bleak. 

"Good  folks  as  lives  in  America." 

"Can  you  pray?    Do  you  know  whoLGod]is?" 

"Yes,  sir,  He's  my  on'y  Friend.  'Come  rain,  come  snow; 
come  hail,  come  blow,  God'll  pertect  me,'  "  repeated  the  boy. 
The  simple  words  sounded  so  quaint,  so  plaintive  in  the  clear, 
childish  voice,  that  it  touched  the  stern  man's  heart. 

"Well,  Master  Frank  Randall,  we'll  try  you." 

He  rang  the  bell  at  his  side  and  ordered  the  housekeeper  to 
clean  and  clothe  the  boy  properly. 

And  now,  Frankie  had  found  warmth  and  shelter.  He  was 
well  and  kindly  treated,  but  nothing  like  equality  existed  between 
him  and  his  kind  master's  little  girl.  *  But  often  at  the  close 
of  the  day,  the  two  chiLlren  would  creep  into  some  deep, 
well-lighted  window,  and  would  there  pore  over  the  Book 
of  Mormon.  No  one  molested^ them  and  no  one  guessed 
the  result  of  all  these  stolen  readings. 

When  Frank  was  fourteen  years  old,  the  news  of  the  arrival 
of  some  "Jlormon"  Elders  in  Tipton,  brought  up'to  his'mind 
his  promise  to  bis  mother. 

On  the  evening  appointed  by  the  Elders  to  hold  meeting, 
Frank  obtained  permission  to  go  out  without  mentioning  his 
destination.  Olive,  who  alone'knew  where  he  was  going,  and 
who  longed  with  all  her  giilish";heart'to"go"to  the  "Mormon" 
meeting,  at  last  grew  brave  or  grew  desperate,  and  going  up 
to  her  father  she  told  him  about  this  strange  meeting  to  which 
Frank  had  gone.  This  was  the  first  hint  her  father  had 
received,  and  so  angry  was  he  that  poor  Olive  dared  not  tell 
him  how  she  had  pored  over  the  thrilling  history  of  the 
primeval  inhabitants  of  America. 

"How  dared  he  go  to  such  a  place  without  my  permission? 
What  business  has  he  with  such  a  disgraceful  set  of  outcasts?'' 

"Oh,  papa,  don't  you  remember  Frank  told  you  the  first 
night  he  came  here  that  his  mother  was  a  Mormon?" 

"A  Mormon,  did  he  say?  You  may  be  sure  I  had  never 
heard  anything  about  them,  or  I  would  have  forbidden  Frank 
ere  this  to  have  anything  to  say  to  them.  Hark!  Isn't  that 
him  going  up  the  stairs  now?    John,  call  Mr.  Frank." 

Into  the  room  walked  the  tall  lad,  without  a  doubt  or  a  fear 
on  his  handsome  young  features. 

"Well,  sir,  what's  this  T  hear?  You've  been  to  a  Mormon 
meeting.     How  dared  you  do  to  without  my  consent?" 


"Sir,  my  last  promise  to  my  mother  was  that  I  should  join 
her  chosen  people  as  soon  as  I  had  a  chance.  Shall  I  break 
that  promise?" 

"Silence,  boy:  you  will  never  so  disgrace  my  family  again. 
You  hear?  All  connection  with  that  people  and  you  is  broken 
here  and  now.     Now,  sir,  you  may  go  to  your  room." 

The  boy  walked  sadly  to  the  door,  then  turning  slowly,  his 
lips  drawn  in  as  straight  a  line  as  Iiis  master's  own,  he  said: 

"Dear  master,  j'ou  must  forgive  my  seeming  ingratitude, 
but  it  is  my  duly  and  my  pleasure  to  forsake  your  roof,  where 
I  have  known  nought  but  kindness,  and  join  my  mother's 
church.  Jly  duty  to  my  dying  mother;  my  pleasure,  as  to- 
night a  solemn  testimony  of  the  truthof  what  these  men  have 
said  has  been  vouchsafed  to  me  by  the  great  God  of  us  all  I 
Forgive  me  and  farewell !" 

"Go  to  your  room,  sir!"  The  stern  man  repeated,  never 
doubting  but  that  it  would  end  by  the  lad's  submission. 

The  next  morning,  however,  only  a  note  of  farewell  and 
deep  gratitude  to  Mr.  Bleak  was  found  in  Frank's  room,  and 
the  housebold  were  ordered  never  to  mention  again  the  name 
of  Frank  Randall  within  the  Bleak  mansion. 

*  *  -S-  Ir  #  V-  Tf  ir 

Thirteen  years  afterwards  the  last  emigration  of  the  season 
was  on  the  good  ship  Brooklyn,  crossing  the  blue  Atlantic. 
xVmong  the  returning  missionaries  was  one  who  had  registered 
as  Frank  Randall.  He  had  honorably  and  faithfully  fulfilled 
a  three  years'  mission  in  the  land  of  his  birth,  and  was  now 
returning  to  his  dear  home  in  mountain-girt  Utah. 

On  the  lower  deck,  one  cloudy  but  pleasant  morning,  stood 
two  men:  one  a  bent,  white-haired  old  man,  whose  depend- 
ence on  the  tall,  stalwart  young  man  at  his  side  was  painful 
if  still  beautiful  to  see. 

Losses  by  fire  and  by  fraudulency,  sickness,  trouble,  and  at 
last  extreme  poverty  had  brought  the  stern,  proud  Mr.  Bleak 
to  a  broken,  sad  old  man. 

As  for  his  companion,  we  will  listen  to  what  he  is  saying  to 
the  old  man: 

"Yes,  father,  my  little  home  is  snug  and  cosy,  and  if  there 
is  no  luxury,  such  as  you  have  known,  it  is  our  own." 

"You  say  there  are  beautiful  temples  in  Utah,  where  the 
peace  of  God  dwells.     Shall  I  be  so  blessed  to  see  one,  Frank?" 

"Please  God,  you  shall  enter  one,  father,  and  there  receiv* 
its  ble.s.sings." 

.Just  then  a  bonny,  trim  little  figure,  clad  in  a  very  simple 
little  traveling  dress,  emerged  from  the  gangway,  and  the 
sweetest  voice  in  the  world  called  out, 

"Oh,  I  say,  papa,  you  are  earlier  than  I  this  morning,  and 
for  punishment  I  shall  kiss  you  three  times.  There — there 
—there!" 

And  I  suspect  from  the  expression  of  young  Randall's  eyes 
he  would  like  to  have  been  well  punished,  too. 

"Olive,"  he  says  softly,  do  you  know  we  shall  spend  Christ- 
mas this  year  in  our  own  home,  all  together  once  more,  please 
God  !     Are  you  satisfied?' ' 

"How  can  you  ask  me?  What  can  be  dearer  than  papa's 
and  your  society,  except  the  holy  religion  we  have  just 
embraced?' ' 

"Frank,"  interrupted  the  aged  father,  "do  you  remember 
the  quaint  rhyme  your  mother  taught  you?" 

With  raised  hat  the  young  man  solemnly  repeated — 
"Come  rain,  come  snow, 
Como  hail,  come  blow, 
Ho  will  alwny.s  protect  you." 

"Amen,"  softly  repeated  the  father  and  the  girl  together. 
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THE    WORK    OF    THE    LORD. 
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In      the  work    of    the    Lord  there  is    pleasure     to    gaia  That  the  world  cannot     take    if    the  truth  we  main- 
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tarn:  There's  the  Priesthood  to  guide,  And  the  great  i  -  run      rod,  That  will  lead    us      all   back  To  our    Father  and  God. 
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ItolLng   onward,   ever     on^vard, This  kingdom's  ever    onward, Till  every  power's  conquered  And  Jesushere  shall  reign 


In  the  work  of  the  Lord  is  our  sweetest  employ. 
In  \\v  vork  of  the  Lord  llicie  is  freedom  and  joy; 
If  we  Work  with  a  will,  toiiinj  steady  and  hard, 
TIk  II  a  c-o-n  of  great  g'ory  will  be  our  reward. 


^ 


Tn  the  work  of  the  Lord  holy  angels  dcliizht, 
While  the  faints  strive  to  aid  it  along  with  their  nJght; 
And  in  doing  (lod's  will  they  find  pleasures  that  last, 
And  the  future  brings  no  vain  regrets  for  the  past. 


TRIAL    BEFORE    REWARD. 


What  joyful  harvester  did  e'er  obtain 

The  sweet  fruition  of  his  hopeful  f,ttin, 

Till  he  in  hardy  labors  first  had  p-ifsod 

TheSummer's  heat  and  stormy  Winter's  blast? 

A  sable  night  returns  a  shininR  morrow. 

And  days  of  joy  cnS'Ue  fad  nights  of  sorrow; 

The  WB3-  to  bli.»9  lies  not  on  beds  of  down, 

And  he  that  had  no  cross  deserves  no  crown. 

There's  but  one  heaven,  one  place  of  perfect  ease; 

It  lies  in  man  to  lake  it  where  he  please, 

Above,  or  hero  below;  and  few  men  do 

Enjoy  the  one  and  taste  the  nther  loo: 

Swealing  and  constant  labor  win  the  ffiaX 

Of  rest;  allliclions  clarify  the  soul, 

And,  like  hard  masters,  Rive  more  hard  directions, 

Tutoring  the  nonage  of  uncurbed  alfcctions. 

Wisdom  the  anlidolo  of  sad  despair, 

Makes  sharp  allliclions  seem  not  as  they  are. 

Through  patient  sutferarce;  and  doth  apprehend. 

Not  as  they  seeming  are,  but  as  they  end. 

To  bear  atlliction  with  a  bended  brow, 

Or  stubborn  heart,  is  but  tn  disallow 

The  speedy  means  to  health;  salvo  heals  no  soro. 

If  misapplied,  but  makes  the  grief  the  more. 

Who  sends  BtTliction  sends  an  end,  and  lie 

Best  knows  what's  best  for  Uim,  what's  best  for  me; 

'Tis  not  for  me  to  carve  me  where  I  like; 


Him  pleases  when  He  list  to  stroke  or  strike. 
I'll  neither  wish  nor  yet  avoid  temptation. 
But  .still  expect  it,  and  nialie  preiiaration: 
If  He  thinks  best  my  faith  shall  not  be  tried. 
Lord,  keep'me  spotless  frtun  presumptuous  pride! 
If  otherwise,  with  His  trial  give  me  care 
By  thankful  paticnrc  to  jirevtnt  despair. 
Fit  me  to  bear  whate'er  Thou  shall  assign; 
I  kiss  the  rod,  because  the  rod  is  Thine! 
Howo'er,  let  mo  not  boast,  nor  j"et  repine; 
With  trial,  or  without,  Lord,  make  me  Thine  I 
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HOWARD   SEBREE  CO. 

npilE    CELEBRATED    BAIN    WAGONS 
-*•    Always  iQ  Stock,  and  leading  the  trade  as 
usual. 

We  are  showing  to  the  public  a  fine  display 
of  BUGGIES  and  CARRIAGES,  PHAE- 
TONS and  SPRING  WAGONS. 

Wagon  Material  and  Machine  Extras  in  stock 
at  all  time?. 

The  Largest  and  Best  selected  stock  of  Hard 
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The  "Fljing  Dutchman"  and  New  Cassady 
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q^HE  MORMON  BATTALION  HISTORY, 
-»-  by  Daniel  Tyler,  Esq.,  has  just  been  pub- 
lished and  is  for  sale  at  the  Juvenile  Ln- 
STEUCTOR  OiEcs.  It  is  a  very  valuable  work, 
interesting  not  only  to  those  who  took  part 
in  the  memorable  campaign,  upon  which  it 
principally  treats,  and  the  posterity  and  friends 
of  such,  but  will  be  equally  appreciated  by  ah 
others  who  arc  interested  in  the  history  of  the 
LattcrDay  Saints.  Some  of  the  most  impor- 
tant events  in  the  history  of  this  people  are 
therein  detailed  in  a  faithful  and  graphic  man- 
ner, and  many  facts  placed  in  a  new  though 
true  light.  But  a  small  edition  has  been 
published  and  those  wishing  to  obtain  the 
work,  should  not  delay  purchasing.  The  prices 
are,  for  cloth  binding,  $2,50:  leather,  $3.00; 
morocco  gilt,  $1.25. 


THE  M^VRTYRS;  a  Sketch  of  the  Lives  and 
a  Full  Account  of  the  Martyrdom  of  Jo- 
seph and  IIjTum  Smith,  Together  with  a  Con- 
cise Review  of  the  Most  Prominent  Incidents 
Connected  with  the  Persecutions  of  the  Saints, 
from  the  Time  the  Church  was  Organized  up  to 
the  Year  1810.  By  Ljinan  0.  Littleficld.  For 
Sale  at  this  Office,  Price  50  cts. 


DIALOGUES  AND  RECITATIONS,  is  a 
work  lately  issued,  containing  a  collection 
of  home  productions  suitable  for  reciting  in 
Sunday  School  Enterlainments,  Reviews  or 
similar  gatherings. 

The  price  of  the  book  is  25  cents,  sent  to  any 
address  postpaid. 

pARLY  SCENES  IN  CHURCH  HIS- 
-^  TORY,  the  eighth  book  of  the  "Faith-Pro- 
moting Series,"  is  published,  and  is  to  be  had 
at  this  Office  at  25  cents  per  copy.  Its  contents 
are:  "Show  us  a  Sign;"  "Contest  with  Evil 
Spirits;"  "Early  Experience  of  A.  0.  Smoot;" 
"Scenes  in  the  British  Mission;"  "Remarkable 
Healings,"  and  "Philo  Dibble's  Narrative." 


SUBSCRIBE  for  the  JUVENILE  INSTRUC- 
TOR. It  is  the  best  paper  published.  It  is 
the  Organ  of  the  young  people  of  the  Latter-day 
Saints.  It  is  equally  interesting  to  children  and 
grown  people.  It  is  adapte  to  the  capacity  of 
children,  but  there  is  nothing  frivolous  about  it. 
It  does  not  contain  news,  but  is  filled  with  instruct- 
ive reading  matter,  as  interesting  to  read  at  one  time 
as  another.  The  first  volume  published  is  as  interest- 
ingnowas  when  just  issued,  sixteen  years  ago.  It 
treats  upon  religion,  science,  history,  biography 
natural  history  and  such  other  subjects  as  are 
interesting  to  Latter-day  Saints.  It  also  contains 
beautiful  illustrations. 

A  Bound  volume  of  the  Instructor  is  one  of 
the  most  useful  and  interesting  Books  a  person 
can  have  in  his  library. 

Subscription  price  (postage  included)       3  monlhs,  50  cts. 

"  "  "    -    .    -    .    six  months,    -    -     1,00. 

"  "  "    -    -    -    .    one   year,    -     -      2,00. 

Baci  Voluaiea,  bound  singly,  -    .    -  in  half  calf,   2,50. 

"  two  in  one  book,  -   -   -  -   " -.-    4,75. 

three  ""    -    -    -    -  in  clulh,  -  .  -  .     7,00. 
Back  Numbers  of  the  present  volume  can  be  furnished 
01  Subscriptions  can  commence  with  the  Current  Number  if 
preferred. 


BOOK    BINDING,    by    an    experienced 
workman,  in  all  styles  and  at  the  lowest 
rates,  at  the  Juvenile  Instructor  OlEco. 

Bring  on  your  magazines  and  other  works  for 
binding,  and  you  can  depend  upon  having 
them  done  promptly,  and  in  any  style  re- 
quired. 

THE'  Hymns  and  Anthems  which  were  sung 
at  our  last  Semi-Annual  Conference  are 
now  published  in  book  form,  and  for  .sale  at 
this  office.  Price,  single  copy,  30  cents,  post- 
paid. Reductions  made  to  choirs  and  associa- 
tions. 

QUESTIONS  AND  ANSWERS  ON  THE 
LIFE  AND  MISSION  OF  THE 
PROPIIP^T  JOSEPH  SMITH,  Published  by 
the  Deseret  Sunday  School  Union,  10  cents. 

At  Juvenile  Insturctor  Office, 

Salt  Lake  City. 


DAVID  JAMES,   Tinner,  Gas,   Water  and 
Steam  Fitter. 
Water  Pipes  Laid  to  Order.     Hose,  Iron  and 
Lead  Pipes,  Pumps  and  Fittings,  on  hand. 


No.  09  Main  Street,  1 

Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.  J 


P.  O.  Box  306. 
12-15tf 


^<.mHERE'S  NO  PLACE  LIKE  HOME  I" 
■^    And  there  are  no  Boots  and  Shoes  like 
those  Made  at  Home,  by  Z.  C.  M.  I.  Shoe  Fac- 
tory, for  Comfort,  Durability  and  Cheapness. 
Buy  them  and  try  them.     Sold  at  Z,  C,  M.  I. 
H.  S.  Eldredge,  Supt. 


Z ION'S  CO-OPERATIVE  MERCANTILE 
INSTITUTION,  Salt  Lake  City.-Our  stock 
of  Groceries,  Hardware,  Glassware,  Dry  Goods, 
Notions,  Clothing,  Carpets,  Wall  Paper,  etc.,  is 
very  complete. 

Carpets  made  and  laid,  and  Upholstering  done 
in  the  best  style,  by  experienced  and  competent 
workmen. 

H.  S.  Eldrkdok,  Supt. 


PENCIL  NOTE  BOOKS,  suitable  to  write 
Minutes  of  meetings  in,  or  for  Students' 
lessons,  at  15  ct.,  and  20  ct.,  The  best  and 
cheapest  in  the  City.  Also  made  to  order  in 
quantities  for  dealers  with  their  own  names  print- 
ed on  the  cover,  and  at  special  rates;  also 

"p  EPORTER'S  NOTE  BOOKS,  on    good 
tinted  paper,  ruled   to  suit  short  hand  or 
other  reporters,  20   cts.  each,   at  the  Jdvekile 
Instructor  Office. 


QUBSCKIBERS  who  wish  to  have  their  papers 
O  Bound  can  eend  or  bring  them  to  the  Juvenile 
Instructor  Office,  and  liavp  them  done  in  any  style  and 
upon  the  most  reasonable  terms. 


OXFORD  POCKET  BIBLE,  containing 
marginal  references,  index,  concordance, 
notes  on  the  various  books,  and  other  L  ..ips  to 
the  study  of  the  scriptures — the  best  pocket 
edition  of  the  Bible  published,  in  various  styles 
of  binding,  atfl..50,  $1.75,  $2.25,  $2.75,  $3.00, 
$3.10,  $3.75,  $4.25.     For  sale  at  this  oflice. 


BACK  VOLUMES  of  Juvenile  Instructor 
completed  for  subscribers  who  may  be 
lacking  any  of  their  numbers,  and  the  vol  iiucs 
bound  in  any  style  desired,  and  at  the  lowest 
price,  at  this  Office. 


THE  TENNESSEE  MASACRE 

AND  ITS  .CAUSES, 

A  Lecture  delivered  by  .Joii.m  Nicir- 
OLSo.v.  Everyone  should  read  it  and 
send  it  to  his  friends.     Price,  20  Cents. 
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The  Beautiful  Anthem  composed  by  Evan 
Stephens,  entitled  "Song  of  the  Kcdccmcd,'' 
■which  was  sung  at  the  dedication  of  the  Logan 
Temple,  is  now  ready  in  Sheet  Form  and  is 
sold  at  10  cents  I'cr  copy,  or  $l.00per  dozen 
copies,  postpaid.  Tlie  AuihcM  is  well  suited 
to  the  capacity  of  ^A'aI■d  Choirs,  etc.  Send 
orders  to 

Juvenile  Instrucpor  Office, 

Salt  Lake  City. 


1»RIC  E-L,IST 

Q?  THE  BOOKS  OF  TSE  FAITS-PROMOTmt}  SERIES 
Published  and  for  Sale  at  llie 

JuvKMi.i';   iNsriiucTOR   Office. 
Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 

My  First  Mission,  25  Cts. 

A'Sti-ing  of  Pearls,  25  " 

Leaves  from  my  Journal,  25  " 

Gems  for  the  Young  Folks,  25  " 

Jacob  Ilambliii,  35  " 

Fragments  of  Experience,  25  " 

President  Heber  C.  Kimball's 

Journal,  25  " 

Earlv  Scenes  in  Church  IIistorv,25  " 

The'Lifoof  Nephi,  "  25  " 

Scraps  of  Biogra]jhy,  25  " 

Mytli  of  the  Manuscrijjt  Found,  25  " 

Labors  in  the  Vineyard,  25  " 

OTHER    1VORKS. 

The  Martyrs,  50  " 

"Mormon"  Doctrine,  25  " 

The  Hand  of  Providence,  60  " 

Gospel  Piiilosopliy,  75  " 

Orson   Pratt's  Works,  75  '= 

Lydia  Ktiight's  History,  25  " 

Deserel  S.  S.  Union  Music  Book,  50  " 

Choir  Jfusic,  HO  " 

Plural  Marriage,  10  " 


SPIXIAI.   XOTICE. 

"T^OIl  Sunday  Schnol,  MiiUiul  Improvement 
■'-  and  I'riniury  Associuiion  Supplies,  f^o  lo 
the  JfVEMi.F.  LvsTiacroii  Office. 

I'or  Cliurch  Works,  Home  Publicat'ous,  and 
Imported    liods    for  Libraries  or   for   private 

UfC,  call    i.t    tllC  JfVF.NU.E    iNSTliTCTnll   Offic\ 

For  all  kinds  of  IJook  and  Job  Priming' and 
Book  IJiiidins.  in  Neatest  Styles,  go  to  the 
Ji:vE\u.E  LvsTUfCTOii  Office. 

Get  your  Stationer*-,  Pocket  Books,  Purses, 
Aiitnprapli  Alhtinis,  Blank  Books.  Note  Books 
and  Memorandums  at  the  Jlve.nu.e  Ln.structoii 
Ofllcc. 

Subscribe  I'or  the  JfVE.Mi.F.  l.NSTRUcroii  if 
vrn  want  ilic  Best  and  Cheapest  Magazine  pub- 
l>hcd  iu  the  West.  It  is  intcrcslinfi  to  old  and 
young,  as  it  treats  upon  Picligious,  Social,  Polit- 
ical and  Scientific  subjects.  It  also  contains 
Oriiinrd  >Lisic  and  Poetry.  Simple  J^e.-sons  for 
small  chil  iron,  Enigmas,  I'uzzlca,  etc.,  and  nu- 
merous I'neravings.  The  jiricc  is  only  .$2.00 
per  year.  Subscrii)lions  can  commence  at  any 
lime. 

Baclt  Volumes  of  the  ISTSRL'CTOR,  substaD- 
liaily  bound,  I'.r  .-ale  at  reduced  prices. 


q^lIE  MYTH  OF  THE  "MANUSCRIPT 
FOUND,"  or  the  Ab.-urdities  of  the 
"Spaulding  Story,"  by  Elder  George  Reynolds. 
Eleventh  Book  of  the  "F.MTii-PROMOTixa 
Series."  Just  issued  and  for  .'■ale  at  this 
Office.     Price  25  cents. 

CCRAPS  OF  BIOGRAPHY,  the  Tcmh 
^  Book  of  (he  "Faith  Promoting  Series,'' 
has  just  been  Issued  and  is  For  Sale  at  this 
Office.  Price  per  Copy  2.5  cents.  It  contains 
some  very  Interesting  Items  from  the  Journals 
of  Elders  John  Tanner,  Dauiel  Tyler  and  Newo! 
Knight. 

AN  INTERESTING  WORK.— The  Hand 
of  Providence,  as  sliown  in  the  History  of 
Nations  and  Individuals,  from  the  Great  Apos- 
tasy to  the  Restoration  of  the  Gospel.  An 
illustrated  book,  containing  215  pages  of  reading 
matter,  written  by  Elder  J.  H.  Ward.  For  sale 
at  this  Office.     Price  GO  cents. 


pvGDEN  BRANCH  Z.  C.  M.  L,  atOgden, 
^-^  Wober  Co.— A  Completo  Assortmpnt  of 
General  Merchandise  on  hand,  at  bed  rock  prices. 
Call  and  examine  Goods  and  Prices  before 
purchasing  elsewhere. 

S.  W.  Sears,  llan.ngcr. 


pRp]SIDENT  HEBER  C.  KIMBALL'S 
^  JOURNAL,  the -seventh  book  of  the 
"Faith- Promoting  Series,"  is  now  issued.  It 
contains  an  account  of  his  missions  to  I'^ngland, 
the  introduction  of  the  gospel  to  that  land,  and 
many  interesting  incidents  that  transi)ired  in 
the  early  days  of  the  Church.  For  sale  at  this 
Office,  price  2.5  cents. 

Z.  C.  M  L  TANNERY,  Salt  Lake  City, 
Manufactures  Harness  Leather,  Upper 
Leather,  Cuif  Skins,  Kip  Skins,  Buff  Upper, 
and  Si  lit.s,  of  Superior  Quality.  For  Sale, 
Wholesale  and  Retail,  at  Same  Prices  as  the 
Imported. 

H.   S.    El^DllEDQE,    Supt. 


K.STABLIS]iKD  IS57. 

FURNITURE.— Henry  Dinwoodey,  whole- 
rale  and  retail  dealer  in  all  kiods  of  Furni- 
ture, Carpets,  Wall  Paper,  Feathers,  Baby 
Carriages,  etc. 

12:tK  lo   1244  First  South  Street,  Salt  Lake 
City.  Utah.  IS-L-it.  f. 


W 


ItlTiNGS  FRO.M  THE  "WESTERN 
STANDARD,"  is  the  title  of  a  book  of 
.512  pages,  which  we  have  for  sale  at  this  Office. 
It  is  composed  of  a  great  variety  of  interest- 
ing sketches  that  appeared  in  the  Western 
Sltiiifffird,  a  paper  ]iubli.shed  in  San  Francisco, 
in  1856,  by  George  Q.  Cannon. 

Price,  bound   in   half  calf,  cloth  sides,  $1..50 


O.  PRATT'.y  WOS5KS. 

In  order  to  Preserve  some  of  llie  Memovr.ble  WiitiDgs  of 
this  Great  ,ind  Good  Man,  we  have  Printed  tliem  in  Hook 
Form,  and  will  sell  this  Work  of  300  Pages  for  the  Exceed- 
ingl\'  Low  Figure  of  To  cents  jjer  Single  Copy  Postpaid. 


THE     HASfD-BOOK     OF 

KKFEKENCE. 

It  gives  the  History  and  Chronology  of  iho  Church.  Des- 
cribes the  Kel'gioii  and  Country  of  the  Saints,  and  coutaius 
a  great  variety  of  VaUiable  Statistics  and  Information 
wliich  are  of  great  nse  tu  Tourists  and  UesideuAs.  I'lice, 
Postpaid,  50  cents 


LYDIA  KNIGHT'S  HISTOKY, 

The  First  Book  of  a  Series  to  be  Publi-hed, 
Eutitled :  "Noble  Women's  Lives  Series." 
I'lice,  25  cents.  For  Sale  at  the  Juvenile 
I.N'.sTuucTOii  Office,  Suit  Lake  City. 

HEROINES  OF  "MORMONDOM," 

The  Second  Book  of  t!ic  Noble 
WoME.v's  Livi;s  Skjiiks,  a  work  of  96 
pages,  filled  \vitli  ])rofit:iblo  and  ^nter- 
tainiii<T  rcadiii"-.     Price,  25  Gents. 


A  NEW  BOOK.— The  Likk.  of  Nepiii, 
-^~*-  The  Son  of  Lchi,  who  etnijrratcd  from 
Jerusalem,  In  Judea,  to  the  laud  which  is  now 
known  as  South  America,  about  six  centnrics 
before  the  coming  of  the  Savior,  by  George  Q. 
Cannon,  of  the  First  Presidency  of  the  Church 
of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints.  Ninth 
Book  of  the  FaithPromotixo  Series.  Pub- 
lished and  for  sale  at  this  Office.    Price  125  cents. 

VION'S  CO-Ol'KRATIVE  MP^RCANTILE 
^  INSTITUTION,  Drug  Pcr.artnicnt,   Salt 
Lake   Citj-.-Whole.salc   and   Retail    Pealcrs   in 
Drugs,     Medicines,     Paints,    Oils,    \'arnirihc? 
Fancy     and   Toilet  Articles,    Soaps,    Brushes 
Sponges,  Perfumery,  etc. 

Physicians'  Prescriptions  and  Family  rccipcH 
carefully  prepared. 

II.  S.  I'",i.i)Ri:i)iiF„  Snpi. 


T  OGAN  BRANCH  Z.  C.  M.  I.,  atLog.in, 

L/  Caclie  Co.,  keeps  on  h.Hnd  a  complete  assort- 
ment of  Gcnernl  Al(irch«nilise,  at  pric(3S  to  suit 
ttie  time.s;  also  deal,?  in  Produce. 

The  people  of  Cache  Co,   will  find  it  to  their 

advantage  to  call  and  Hxamino  Goods  and  Prices, 

li,  S,   WaTiON,  Manager. 


PLURMi  MARRIAGE,  AS  TAUGHT  BY 
THE  PUOIMIET  JOSEPH.  A  reply  to 
Joseph  Smith,  lOditor  of  the  Lanioni  (Iowa) 
"Herald,"  By  Helen  Mar  Whitney.  For  sale 
at  this  Office.     Price  10  cts. 


ANKW  twenty-four  page  tract  entitled 
True  VEt(.si:s  F.\i,se  Relkiion,  in  which 
the  principles  of  the  gospel  are  explained  in  a 
clear  and  pleasing  manner.  It  is  in  the  ftirni  of 
a  dialogue  in  which  a  "Mormon"  Elder  and 
several  non"Mortuorns"  arc  the  actors.  Price 
3  cts  each  or  $3  2.'j  per  hundred,  post  paid. 


